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greater  veneration  for  the  an^ 
^  ^  tients  than  the  French,  they 
will,  I  doubt  not,  be  fatisfied  to  have 
the  merit  of  their  comic  produdtions 
determined  by  thofe  rules  w^hich  they 
have  eftablifhed. 

The  original  purpofe  of  comedy 
was  to  expofe  particular  follies  for  the 
punifhment  of  individuals,  and  as  an 
example  to  the  whole  community; 
but  as  this  mental  phyfic  might  prove 

a  naufeous 


S  no  people  upon  earth  affect  a 
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naufeous  and  difagreeable  to  the  pub- 
lic palate,^  it  was  found  neceffary  to 
fweeten  the  dole,  by  conveying  it  in 
the  plealing  form  of  a  fable  ^  fa  hat 
plot,  incident,  and  all  the  mechanical 
parts  of  a  play,  are  to  be  confidere3 
in  a  fecondary  light,  and  as  but  the 
mere  vehicles  of  an  important  medi- 
cine.    Many  of  our  modern  authors, 
by  way  of  apology  for  their  deviat- 
ing from  this  great  ol  jed:  of  their  art, 
have  alledged,  that  the  fubjedls  of  co- 
medy are  exhaufted  :  but  this  I  am 
afraid  is  rather  a  proof  of  their  own 
inability  than  a  fterility  in  nature. 
What  reafon  can  be  given  why  £he 
fliould  fliew  lefs  variety  in  the  minds 
than  in  the  faces  of  men  ?  There  never 
were  perhaps  two  countenances  fince 
the  beginning  of  the  world  fo  exactly 
alike,  as  not  to  betray,  when  pro- 
duced together,  a  fenfible  difference ; 
and  yet  every  face  confifts  of  the  fame 
features ;  as  mouth,  nofe,  chin,  &c. 
The  diflimilitude  lies  in  the  compofi- 
tionof  them.    Now,  minds  are  not 

only 


PREFACE.  vii 

i&nly  differently  compofed,  but  the 
fame  materials  do  not  enter  into  their 
original  formation ;  and  for  this  rea- 
son it  will  be  infinitely  more  difficult 
to  find  two  minds  al-ike  than  two 
faces. 

'  If  it  be  afked,  what  rules  can  b© 
given  for  difcerning  this  difference  of 
charadlers  ?  I  anfwer,  none  \  that  di- 
ilinguifhing  talent  is  properly  genius : 
to  fome  men  all  charadlers  appeat 
alike.  Thofe  little  peculiarities  in 
which  the  fpecific  difference  of  cha- 
ladters  corififis,  lie  buried  to  the  eye 
t)f  an  ord  inary  obferver  :  but  to  fepa- 
rate  thefe  peculiarities  from  what  men 
do  from  cuftom  or  fafhion  in  com- 
mon with  the  reft  of  the  world;  to 
cull,  unite,  and  draw  them  to  a  dra* 
matical  point ;  is  the  work  of  a  ge* 
nius. 

Thiat  plays,  confifting  merely  of 
incidents,  artfully  linked  with  a^fkil- 
ful  denouement,  and  a  lucky  cata- 

a  2  ftrophe. 
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ilrophe,  will  amufe,  or  even  entertain, 
is  too  notorious  a  faft  to  be  denied  : 
but  neither  the  pompous  apology  of 
Aliquando  tollit  Comoedia  Vocem, 
nor  a  profeffed  veneration  for  fimpli* 
city,  will  ever  atone  for  the  want  of 
that  great  comic  eflential,  character : 
or  intitle  thefe  dialogued  novels  to  the 
rcfpedtable  title  of  comedies. 

» 

Charader  then,  or  that  fpecific  dif- 
ference in  the  mind  of  one  man,  which 
renders  him  ridiculous  to  the  reft  of 
his  cotemporaries,  being  the  great  co- 
mic objedt,  let  us  confider  to  what  de- 
gree of  eminence  the  French  writers 
have  attained  in  this  elTential. 

MoLiBRE  is  unqueftionably  thefirft 
comic  poet  the  French  have  produced ; 
nor  do  I  think  that  I  pay  him  any 
great  compliment,  when  I  prefer  him 
to  any  of  the  Roman  writers,  at  leaft 
to  all  thofe  that  have  reached  us.  An 
adoration  of  the  antients  being  the 
leligion  of  the  age  in  whicb  he  wrote, 
I  an>  not  furprized  that  the  Boi- 

LEAUS3 
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LEAUS,      FONTENELLS,      and  Da- 

CJERS  thought  they  did  Moliere 
infinite  honour  by  conmparing  him  to 
Terence  and  Plautus.  Nay,  this 
author  was  himfelf  the  dupe  of  the 
falhionable  phrenzy  :  at  leaft  I  can 
fee  no  other  motive  that  could  com- 
pel him  to  copy  the  Amphitrion  of 
Plautus,  or  to  eternally  load  his 
fcene  with  the  impertinence  of  Abi- 
gails and  Valets  de  chambre. 

In  the  firft  inftance,  not  to  mention 
the  impropriety  of  the  fubjedt,  the 
improbability  in  the  reprefentation 
fliould  exclude  it  from  a  place  on  any 
modern  theatre.  The  ufe  of  the  raalk 
arnongft  the  Romans  made  the  de- 
ception natural  enough ;  but  by  what 
theatrical  magic  Mr.  Holland  is  to  be 
miftaken  through  five  adls,  for  Mr. 
Havard,  without  one  attempt  to 
impofe,  I  own  I  can  hardly  conceive. 
The  familiarity  to  which  the  Romans 
admitted  their  fervants,  or  at  leaft 
their  freed  tradefmen,  who  generally 
fuperintended  the  education  of  their 

a  3  children,. 
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children,  unavoidably  connedled  thern 
in  all  their  domeftic  concerns,  and 
accounts  for  their  lhare  in  the  drama  i: 
bat  thefe  are  not  the  manners  of 
France^  it  is  on  the  ftage  alone  that  the 
Le  Fleurs,  and  theScAPiNs  are  on 
fuch  intimate  terms  with  their  mafters. 
In  common  life,  the  fame  diftance  w 
obferved  as  with  us :  nay,  in  the  beft 
of  Moliere's  pieces,  as  the  Mifan-^ 
thrope  and  Tartuffe^  the  fervants  have, 
little  concern.  But,  notwithftanding, 
the  fucceffors  of  Moliere  have 
thought  fit  to  copy  what  was  a  faulty 
imitation  in  him  j  and  at  leaft  half  of 
every  dramatic  compofition  is  con- 
figned  to  the  Lyfcette's,  Crifpin's^ 
Mafquarilles  and  Finettes., 

The  beft  performances  of  this  co- 
mic poet  are  the  Mifanthrope^  Tar^ 
tuffe^  La  Femmes  Scdvajites^  U  Avare^ 
and  the  Fejim  de  Pierre  -,  though  the 
laft  is  but  a  tranflation  from  the  Ita- 
lian. Not  but  in  almoft  all  his  other 
pieces  there  are  charafters  which  de- 

monftrate 
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monftrate  his  thorough  knowledge  of 
nature.  The  general  objeds  of  Mo- 
lie  re's  fatyr  were  hypocrites^  quacks, 
mountebanks,  affeftation  in  women, 
and  foppery  in  men.  AgainH:  the  firfl  he 
wrote  his  T^artuffe  ^wdiFejVin  de  Pierre 
againft  the  fecond  La  Malade  Imagi^ 
naire^  and  he  MedJcin  Malgre  lid ; 
a^ainfi;  the  affedlation  of  learning  \\\ 
the  ladies  La  Prccieujes  Bjdicnles^  and 
Les  Fermnei  Scavcintes-y  and  in  aim  oft 
every  comedy  you  have  a  foppiili 
marquis.  Moliere  obferved  ano- 
ther con fider able  abfurdity  in  the 
manners^  of  his  countrymen,  viz.  a.  ^ 
contempt  for  the  profeffion  of  their 
fathers ;  and  an  idle  ambition  to  be 
thought  of  a  fuperior  rank  to  their 
own.  Againft  this  folly  he  produced 
his  Bourgeois  Gentilhomme^  and  he 
Marquis  de  Pourceaugnac. 

There  can't  be  a  ftronger  proof  of 
the  peculiar  merit  of  Moliere  than 
the  teftimony  of  his  cotemporary 
writers;  one  of  whom  afliires  us,  that 

a  4.  fifteea 
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fifteen  days  reprefentation  of  his  Fem- 
mes  Scavanfes  put  an  entire  flop  to 
female  pedantry  at  Paris.  One  advan- 
tage too  attended  the  performances  of 
this  author,  that  the  original  of  the 
principal  character  in  almoft  every 
piece  was  thoroughly  known  to  the 
audience.  George  Dandin^  and  the 
Cgcu  hnaginaire  were  two  remarkable 
tradefmen  in  Paris,  The  duke  de 
Montaunfiere  was  acknowledged  the 
Mtfanthrope^  d.nd  Or onte^  known  for 
the  Duke  de  St.  Aignan ;  the  firft  pre- 
fident  fat  for  the  T^artiiffe^  and  Mon- 
Ikur  Rohant  for  the  Bourgeois  GentiU 
homme^  whilft:  Menage  and  the  Abbe 
Colhn,  in  the  chara6lers  of  Vadius  and 
Tripotin,  heightened  the  public  relifh 
for  the  Femmes  Scavautes.  From  the 
fidelity  with  which  thefe  well  known 
originals  were  copied,  we  muft  allow 
MoLiERE  a  plenary  pofleffion  of  that 
firft  great  comic  requifite,  character. 
The  critics  arraign  the  condudl  of 
his  plays,  and  particularly  impeach  his 
cataftrophes  j[  nor  does  he  ftand  wholly 

acquitted 
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acquitted  of  facrificing  propriety  to 
popularity :  in  his  fables  they  accufe 
him  of  plagiarifm  but  all  allow  he 
is  beft  when  himfelf.  To  this  we  may 
add,  that  whatever  obligations  he  may 
have  had  to  his  predecellbrs,  he  has 
not  wafted  their  ftores,  but  left  them 
with  a  confiderable  increafe  to  the  ge- 
neral ufe  of  the  world.  Mr,  Des- 
ToucHES,  of  whofe  beft  works  we 
hope  the  following  is  a  faithful  tran- 
flation,  feems  to  have  confidered  Mo- 
LiERE  as  his  model :  I  do  not  mean 
with  regard  to  his  objedls,  but  merely 
the  manner  of  treating  them :  the 
Glorieux,  Irresolu,  Les  Philo- 
soPHES  Amoreux,  and  Mariuse'es, 
have  original,  unqueftionable  merit : 
perhaps  his  language  is  in  general  more 
polifiied,  and  his  fables  more  his  own 
than  Moliere's.  His  long  refidence 
in  England  during  the  regency  of  the 
late  duke  of  Orleans,  has  given  him 
a  freedom  of  thinking  and  writing, 
not  to  be  commonly  met  with  in  the 
works  of  a  Frenchman:  to  which  we 

may 
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may  add  that  his  commerce  with  the- 
cuftoms  of  other  countries  has  de- 
ftroyed  his  prejudice  for^  and  opened 
his  eyes  to,  the  particular  follies  of  his. 
own.- 

To  execute  our  intention  of  com- 
paring the  French  and  Engliih  comic 
writers,  would  take  up  infinitely  more 
room  than  we  think  we  have  a  right 
to,  who  have  promifed  the  thoughts  of 
more  confiderable  men  to  the  pubHc  > 
we  lhall  therefore,  in  juftice  to  the 
reader,  no  longer  detain  him  from  a 
free  tranflation  of  theFAUSSE  Agne's 
of  Mr.  Destouches. 
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THO'  all  the  works  of  Moliere,  and  many 
fingle  pieces  of  other  French  writers,  have- 
been  already  rendered  into  Englifh,  yet,  either  for 
want  of  ikili)  or  proper  pains  in  the  tranflator  (this, 
being  the  lead  lucrative  branch  of  the  whole  art  and 
myliery  of  authorfliip)  fo  little  care  has  been  taken 
either  to  naturalize  the  expreffion,  accommodate  the 
difference  of  manners,  or  transfufe  the  original  firCr^ 
that  it  is  fcarce  poflible,  without  an  almoll  infup- 
pjrtable  degree  of  languor,  for  the  reader  to  rua 
even  carefly  through  them. 

Nor  indeed  have  the  Englifh  been  much  better 
treated  in  their  turn.  Among  ten  thoufand  blunders 
committed  by  the  French  artificers  in  that  execrable 
colledion,  cilled  Le  Theatre  Anghis^  \  remember  a 
pleafant  millake  in  the  title  of  one  of  Gibber's  play?-, 
Lo<ve's  Lajl  Shift  i  which,  inftead  of  calling.  La  Der- 
niere  ReJJource,.  they  chriften,  La  Dermere  Chimefe  De 
VAmoury  that  is,  Loije^s  Laji  Smock.  Now,  tho*' 
perhaps  it  may  be  difficult  to  produce  an  error  equi- 
valent to  this  in  our  Englifh  tranflations,  yet  they 
are  in  general  fo  lamely  and  lazily  executed,  that 
they  fcarce  convey  even  a  tolerable  idea  of  the  true 
ftate  of  the  French  comedy. 

To  remedy  this  evil,  is  the  defign  of  this  un- 
dertaking;  and  in-,  the  progrefs,  we  fhall  be  careful 
to  fix  only  on  fuch  plays  as  are  in  the  higheft  eflima- 
tion  at  Paris,  and  may  moft  eafily  be  adapted  to  the 
Englifh  manners.  Nor  fhall  we  content  ourfeiyes 
with  a  mere  verbal  verfion,  but  endeavour  to  pre- 
ferve  and  convey  the  genuine  fpirit,  at  lead  as  far  as 
n  confiilent  with  the  difference  of  the  two  languages^ 


The  reader  will  doubtlcfs,.  in  the  procefs  of  thi? 
work,  difcern  many  flriking  refemblances  between 


tie  Engliffi  and  FrencK  comic  poets ;  but  ftall 
not  invidioufly  point  out  the  particular  pafiages,  but 
leave  their  difcovery  to  the  penetration  of  the  pub- 
lic Where  indeed  the  imitation  is  avowed,  as  in 
The  Mifer,  by  Fielding ;  The  Confederacy,  and 
other  pieces,  by  Vanbrugh  j  fo  much  juiiice  is  done 
by  thefe  gentlemen  to  their  original  authors,  that  we 
ftiall  leave  them  in  their  prefent  condition.  Nor  Hiall 
we  meddle  where  the  charadkrs  are  merely  local ; 
that  is,  where  the  whole  mirth  arifes  from  confti- 
tution,  manners,  and  cuftcms  peculiarly  French  ; 
enlefs  we  can,  without  violence,  produce  an  Englifti 
fubilitute  of  equivalent  force. 

26th  March,  1762,  ■ 

SAMUEL  FOOTK 

this  Work  will  be  given  moll  of  the 
Comedies  of  the  following  celebrated  Authors,  viz. 
Destouches,  La  Chausse',  Regnard,  D'An- 
couRT,  Diderot,  Perronne,  Marivaux, 
Mo  LI  ERE,  &c.  with  fuch  Comic  Pieces  of  other 
Authors,  as  are  now  in  polTeffion^  of  the  French^ 
Theatre. 

N,  B,  Many  of  thefe  Comedies  are  intended  to  be 
performed  on  the  Englifh  Stage. 

The  Proprietors  to  the  PUBLIC. 

One  Comedy  in  each  Volume  of  this. 
work  will  be  tranjlated  by  Mr.  Foote,  his 
ether  avocations  not  permitting  him  to  un^^ 
dertake  morey  and  the  rejl  by  tw^  other 
gentlemen  \  who^  it  is  prefumed^  will  acquit 
themfehes  in  fuch  a  manner  as  to  merit 
the  approbation  of  the  public.  . 
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The  BARON  and  ANGELICA. 

BARON. 

NAY,  nay,  no  diflembling,  child  ;  give  mt 
the  truth  at  once  :  that  mopeing,  melan- 
choly air,  has  a  meaning.  Come,  own  that 
y-ou  regret  the  pleafures  of  Paris.  I  confefs,  I  am 
pleasM  with  the  education  that  my  dead  fifter  has 
given  you ;  but  yet,  that,  I  am  afraid,  will  prove 
the  fource  of  your  future  misfortunes.  A  country 
life,  to  which  your  fate  has  condemnM  you,  will  but 
iU  fuit  with  your  Paris  breeding,  my  girl. 

ANGELICA. 

Heigh-ho ! 

BARON. 
Ay,  there  is  a  figh  to  confirm  my  fufpicions.  And 
fo  you  are  tired  of  this  place  already,  my  dear  ? 
Vol,  1.  B  anc£- 
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ANGELICA. 
Far  from  it,  fir  ;  nay  could  I  be  left  to  my  own 
dirpofal,  I  fhould  think  myfelf  extremely  happy 
here;  but  the  very  inftant  of  my  arrival,  I  am 
teazM  with  the  offer  of  a  hii/band  ;  and  what  a 
hufband  ?  A  fquire!  fquire  !  a  mere  ruflic  !  a  boor! 
Nay,  that  worft  of  all  boors,  a  country  wit.  A 
pretty  companion  for  a  girl  bred  in  the  gay  world, 
and  acQullomed  to  keep  the  beft  company  in  Paris, 

BARON. 
Jufl  a"s  I  faid  :  poor  child,  thy  education  will  be 
thy  ruin  ;  thou  haft  a  deal  too  much  wit  and  ele- 
gance for  this  part  of  the  world. 

ANGELICA. 
Then  why  would  you  bring  me  here  ? 

BARON. 
Me,  my  dear !  Not  J ;  it  is  all  thy  mother's 
^oing. 

ANGELICA. 
Surely,  fir,  you  are  the  mafter. 

BARON. 
The  m.after  !  Ay,  marry  am  I. 

ANGELICA. 
But  yet,  fir,  fhe  has  always  the  addrefs  to  gala 
you  over  to  her  opinion. 

BARON. 
Why  that  is  true,  and  I  own  it  without  a  blufh. 
My  wife!  —  my  wife!  Angelica,  is  a  woman  of 
prodigious  merit;  fo  reafonable,  fo  judicious;  and 
then  fhe  loves  me  ;  godzooks,  tho'  we  have  been 
man  and  wife  thefe  five  and  twenty  years,  flie  is  as 
fond  of  me,  as  if  we  had  not  been  married  a  fort- 
night. 

ANGELICA. 
May  I  have  liberty,  fir,'  to  fpeak  my  mind  ? 

BARON, 

Freely,  girl. 

ANG.E* 
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ANGELICA. 
Why,  my  motlier,  reafonable  as  fhe  is,  is  yet 
apt  to  take  rather  an  unfair  advantage  of  your  eafy 
compliance. 

BARON. 

Pray,  fage  madam,  favour  me  with  an  inftance; 
ANGELICA. 

Why,  in  this  article,  my  marriage,  to  break 
ofF  an  advantageous  match,  which  my  aunt  had 
provided  for  me  at  Paris,  and  in  favour  of  a  being 
poffcfs'd  of  no  one  reafonable  requifue  ! 

B  A  R  O  N/ 

Fire  and  fury  !  miftrefs !  and  your  mother  was 
in  the  right  on't  f  A  pretty  kind  of  a  chap_,  this 
Mr.  Leander,  of  whom  you  are  fo  confoundedly 
fond  !  And  (hall  it  be  faid,  that  a  little  dirty  fcab  j 
an  upilarc !  a  muihroom  !  with  a  paltry  pedigree  of 
only  three  hundred  years  (landing,  fhoalddar^to 
think  of  marrying  the  daughter  of  the  Baron  of 
Oldcaftle,  and  to  rival  the  illuftrious  Mr.  Ma- 
zure,  the  firll  wit  of  Poidu  ?  Ay,  that — that  is  aa 
alliance  worthy  me,  your  mother,  and  yourfelf : 
Jt  is  now  above  four  hundred  years  fmce  our  po- 
verty and  our  peerage  have  march 'd  hand  in  hand 
together.  And  fhall  they  now  be  feparated  ?  Zounds! 
madam !  Fd  have  you  to  know,  that  1  would  re- 
fufe  for  your  hufband  the  firft  man  in  France,  pro-* 
vided  fome  of  his  predeceflbrs  had  not  made  at 
leail  oiie  campaign  with  St.  Lewis,  in  the  Holy 
Land. 

ANGELICA, 
What  an  infatuation  I  And  pray,  fir,  what  has 
perfonal  merit  to*  do  with  the  extent  of  a  pedigree  ? 
It  is  on  the  mind,  that  true  nobility  depends :  Be- 
fides,  Leander  is  of  a  good  family. 

BARON. 
How  blind  is  love  ! 

B  Z  ANGS* 
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ANGELICA. 
Yes,  fir,  I  own  1  love  him  ;  My  aunt  firft  preju- 
diced me  in  his  favour.  All  his  fubfequent  beha- 
viour has  confirmM  her  good  opinion.  Can  you, 
dear  fir,  fufFer  me  to  be  torn  from  him  I  love,  and 
facrificM  to  one  I  never  can  ? 

BARON. 
Come,  come,  don't  be  call  down,  girl ;  Mr.  Ma- 
nure will  be  here  to-day,  then  you  will  fee  a  man. 

ANGELICA. 
I  fhall  fee  him  as  he  ought  to  be  feen  ;  as  the 
moll  vain,  arrogant,  abfurd  animal  in  nature  ! 

BARON. 
Humph !   A  pretty  pidlure,  this :    And  pray, 
mifs,  who  gave  you  this  lively  defcription  of  Mr. 
Mazure  ? 

ANGELICA. 
All  who  know  him. 

BARON. 
They  did  !  Now  I,  for  my  part,  who  know  him 
too,  do  pronounce  him  the  prodigy  of  the  province. 

ANGELICA. 
And  that,  perhaps,  is  my  principal  obje^libn. 
Oh,  fir!  if  you  did  but  know  the  infinite  difference 
between  the  wits  of  Paris  and  the  province  :  but 
however,  that  is  not  the  point.  Whoever  aims  at 
the  charadler  of  a  wit,  I  have  always  had  the  wif- 
dom  to  defpife  ;  but  from  a  provincial  wit,  kind 
heaven  defend  me ! 

BARON. 
Good  lord!    Why  you  are  wonderfully  nice! 
And  pray,  now,  tnifs,  what  kind  of  a  man  would 
be  moft  likely  to  fuit  your  fancy  ? 

ANGELICA. 
Such  a  man  as  Leander.    A  man  of  principle 
and  politenefs ;  who  has  fecn  the  world,  and  there 
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acquired  eafe  without  infolence,  elegance  without 
afFedation,  and  freedom  without  familiarity  :  In 
lliort,  fir,  the  kind  of  man,  vvhofe  charader  is  in 
general  the  moft  oppofite  to  your  country  gentle- 
man. 

BARON. 
Bravo  !  I  wifh  your  mother  was  here. 

ANGELICA. 
Dear  fir,  aflift  me  to  undeceive  her,  with  regard 
to  Mr.  Mazure.    I  beg  this  favour  on  my  knees* 
Can  you  rcfufe  me,  fir  ? 

BARON. 

Rife,  child ;  we  will  fee  what  is  to  be  done. 
Come,  they  fhan't  force  you,  however. 

ANGELICA. 
Would  you  be  kind  enough  to  drop  a  hint  in  fa- 
vour of  Leander  ? 

BARON. 
Leander  f  Why,  child,  I  know  nothing  of  him, 
but  by  charad^er.   Indeed,  if  he  was  upon  the  fpot, 
fomething  might  be  done. 

ANGELICA. 
If  you  will  but  undertake  his  caufe,  1  w^arrant 
we  will  foon  have  him  in  court. 

BARON. 
How  can  that  be  ?  Is  not  he  in  Paris  ? 

ANGELICA. 
Perhaps  nearer  us,  than  you  think,  fir.  But  upon 
that  head,  I  muft,  atprefent,  be  filent.  Here  comes 
my  mother, 

SCENE  II. 

Enfer  Baronefs  ofOLDCASTLE. 
BARONESS. 
Ah,  daughter  I  What  a  happinefs  are  you  on  the 
«ve  of  enjoying  |  Mr.  Mazure  will  be  here  in 
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^n  infent;  prepare  to  receive  him  as  a  man  to 
whom  we  have  jdedinM  the  honour  of  your  hand,. 
He  has  announced  his  arrival  by  an  epiftle  in  verfe. 
And  fuch  an  epiftle  \  There,  mifs,  let  us  read  it  to- 
gether ;  Do  you,  child,  get  it  by  heart;  and  be 
you,  Baron,  all  attention.  [Angelica  reads, 

"  Your  lilly-whice  hand,  fweet  coiiTin,  to  kifs/^ 

BARONESS. 
It  i5  to  me,  that  he  addrefies  himfeif. 

ANGELICA. 
I  perceive  it,  madam. 

B  ARON  E  S  S. 
Lilly-whire  hand,  fweet  coufin,  to  kifs."  — 
Well,  it  mufi:  be  6'wned  he  is  a  genius! 

ANGELICA. 
Your  lilly- white  hands,  fweet  coulin,  to  kifs. 
And  in  hopes  of  a  fmile  from  th'  incomparable 
"  O'er  hedges  and  ditches  I  run,  [raifs^ 
In  hopes  of  a  cure, 
**  For  the  ills  I  endure, 

From  the  rays  of  that  beautiful  fun.'* 

Prsy,  madam,  are  you  the  fun,  too  ? 

BARON-ESS. 
No,  child,  that  is  you. 

ANGELICA. 
And  of  what  ills  would  your  coufm  be  curM  ? 

BARONESS. 
Oh  !  they  are  obvious  enough  :  his  ills  are,  my. 
dear,  his  abfence,  his  impatience  ;  the  pains,  the 
anxieties ;   the — the — the — longings  of  love  !  Is 
not  that  his  meaning,  baron  of  Oldcaftle  ? 

BARON. 

Doubtlefs,  lovey. 

ANGELICA. 
But  how  can  I,  whom  he  has  never  feen,  be  the 
caufc  of  all  thefe  ills  ?  baroness. 
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BARONESS. 
How  foolifhly  obferv'd  for  a  girl  of  wit.  Why, 
child,  from  the  defcription  we  have  given  him,  he 
has  created  an  agreeable  objed  :  That  agreeable 
obje(!:l;  follicits,  agitates,  Simulates — in  fhort,  fets 
him  all  in  a  flame !  And  yoa  mull  own,  my  dear, 
that  a  perfon  in  a  flame  can't  be  quite  at  his  eafe. 
I  think  I  have  more  than'once  e>:perienc'd  that  kind 
I  of  condition,  [looking  tenderly  at  the  baron\  hey,  my 
dear  baron  of  Oldcaftle. 

BARON. 

And  I  to  my  adorable  baronefs  of  Oldcaftle. 

\they  embrace, 

BARONESS. 
Go  on  with  the  verfes,  child, 

ANGELICA  [Reads.'] 
«  Plagu'd  by  love  day  and  night 
*•  I'm  in  a  horrible  plight, 

"  And  what  for  to  do,  I  can't  tell; 
•*  But  lend  me  your  charms, 
"  They're  a  match  for  my  arms, 
"  And  then  I  may  do  very  well." 
BARONESS. 
This  paflage  is  not  very  clear ;  but  in  that  con- 
fifts  the  beauty. 

BARON. 
True,  my  life.    It  is  always  my  rule  to  admire 
what  I  don't  underftand. 

BARONESS. 

Finilh. 

ANGELICA, 

I  beg  to  be  excus'd. 

BARONESS. 
FiniHi!  I  fay  !  Why  you  feem  to  have  ioH  all  re- 
lilh  for  elegant  compofition  ! 

ANGELICA. 
'*  To  your  beauty  fo  fine, 
"  You're  a  genius  divine, 
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At  lead,  if  it's  true,  as  they  boaft  ; 
**  So  that  when  we  are  wed, 
**  I  fhall  take  to  my  bed, 
"     Inllead  of  a  woman  a  shoft." 

BARONESS. 
There  is  a  point  traly  epigrammatic  f  Nothing  to 
match  it  in  any  of  the  magazines. 

B  A  R  o  N. 
Oh,  that  is  fine  !  that  is  elegant ! 

BARONESS. 
Can  you  produce  any  thing  to  equal  this,  from 
your  Parifiaa  wits  ? 

BARON. 

Come,  own  girl,  now,  that  a  man  of  quality^ 
capable  of  writing  fuch  delicate  verfes,  ought  to 
f  nd  the  ihorteft  road  to  your  heart. 

ANGELICA. 

If  that  be  all  his  merit,  he  will  be  never  the 
neajer, 

BARONESS. 
Hark'ee,  child,  What,  rs  it  to  Parfs  that  you  are 
indebted  for  this  immoderate  portion  of  vanity  I 

ANGELICA. 
No,  ma*am ;  but  to  it  I  am  indebted  for  a  fmall 
proportion  of  tafle. 

BARONESS. 
What !  and  I  fuppo^e  you  look  upon  us  here  as 
little  better  than  a  parcel  of  country  loucs  [ 

ANGELICA. 
For  heaven's  fake,  ma'am  !  But  you  are  really 
fo  prepoflefs'd  in  favour  of  Mr.  Mazure,  that  you 
attribute  to  him  qualities  that  he  has  not ! 

BARONESS. 
I  defy  Paris  to  produce  fo  complete,  fo  accora- 
plifh'd  a  perfon  !  but  judge  for  yourfelf^;  and,  as  a 

proof 


T/^  COUNTRY  POET.  9 

proof  of  his  wit,  know,  that  his  high  opinion  of 
yours,  is  his  principal  motive  for  the  marriage  I 

ANGELICA. 
Indeed  !  Then  he  will  be  Toon  undeceived. 

BARONESS, 
Modeftly  faid  !  Have  you  order'd  your  attorney, 
baron  of  Oldcaftle,  to  draw  the  marriage  articles  1 

BARON. 
Time  enough,  yet,  my  dear. 

BARONESS. 
Time  enough,  yet,  baron  of  Oldcaftle  I  Why,  have 
not  we  fettled  to  have  the  articles  fign'd,  and  the 
marriage  compleated  to  night  ? 

B  A  R  O  N» 
That  is  true  :  But  Angelica  does  not  feem  to  be 
quite  in  fo  great  a  hurry,  as  we  are.    Let  us  give 
her  a  little  time  to  know,  and  cake  a  fancy  to  Mr. 
Mazure. 

BARONESS, 
And  is  that  your  opinion,  my  life  ? 

BARON. 
Yes,  my  foul  ?  and  I  hope  it  will  be  yours. 

BARONESS. 
Doubtlcfs,  fweety  !  as  it  is  yours  :   But  [coaxing 
him']  if  lifey  would  not  break  n'own  deary's  heart  I 

BARON. 
I  break  deary's  heart !  Which  way  ? 

BARONESS. 
Which  way  !  Oh  !  cruel  man  :  Either  to  night 
behold  her  a  bride,  or  me  a  lifelefs  coarfe  ! 

BARON. 

Marry !  Heaven  forbid  !  A  coarfe !  no,  no. 
What !  (hall  your  tender  hufband  become  your  ter- 
rible tyrant  ?  No,  baronefs  of  OldcaiUe  !  To  your 
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rule  I  refign  my  paternal  rights.  Command,  and 
be  obey'd.  ^Exli  Baron ^ 

SCENE  III. 

ANGELICA. 
What  a  miferable  dupe  is  my  unfortunate  father ! 

BARONESS,    [ivipi/jg  her  eyes.] 
Well,  Mifs,  you  fee  here  my  will  is  a  law.  And 
as  there  is  no  appeal  from  my  power,  the  beft  thing 
you  can  do,  child,  is  to  obey  without  murmuring. 

ANGELICA. 
I  can  never  believe,  madam,  that  my  father  will 
permit  

BARONESS. 
Your  father  permit !  An  elegant  phrafe,  on  my 
word.  Permit  I  ha!  ha  f  Know  then,  that  what- 
ever happens  to  be  my  pleafure,  your  father  will 
always  permit.  What,  I  fuppofe,  my  pretty  mifsy 
I  am  only  to  be  confidered  in  this  family,  as  a  kind 
of  a  deputy,  a6ling  under  your  father's  commiffion^ 
hey  !  And  where  did  you  learn  this  method  of  go- 
verning ?  What,  are  the  ladies  in  Paris  fo  entirely 
fubmilTive  to  the  will  of  their  lords  ? 

ANGELICA. 
I  can't  fay  that  is  abfolutely  the  fafhion.  Nay, 
I  mull  own,  too,  that  the  generality  of  wives  have 
got  rid  of  the  conjugal  yoke  :  But  then  they  break 
out  into  open,  honeft  rebellion  at  once  ;  none  of 
that  hypocritical,  pretended  fubmif£on  [  It  muft  be 
own'd,  madam,  that  you  manage  my  father  with 
infinite  fkill  :  You  know  his  foible  ;  and  that  by 
pretending  to  give  him  his  way,  you  are  always 
fare  of  your  own. 

BARONESS. 

Why,  how  deeply  you  reafon,  my  dear;  bet 

foon  ripe  foon  ;  you  know  the  proverb,  my 

dear.  Upon  my  word,  U  was  full  time  to  provide 
you  a  hulband.  ange- 


The  COUNTRY  POET.  ii 


ANGELICA. 
Madam,  I  have  no  objedion,  if  you  would  con- 
defcend  to  confult  me  in  the  choice  :  I  know  my 
fate  depends  upon  your  will ;  but  don't  abufe  your 
power.  Confider,  you  are  my  mother ;  confider 
the  tendernefs  expe(^ed  from  that  chara6ler  ! 

BARONESS. 
Confider  the  obedience  expedied  to  that  c!ia- 
radler  ! 

ANGELICA. 

But  in  this  inftance  alone,  you  fhall  ever  find  me 
your  moft  dutiful  daughter. 

BARONESS. 
And  it  is  in  this  inftance,  chiefly,  that  I  want  to 
£nd  you  my  moll  dutiful  daughter. 

ANGELICA. 
You  fay,  that  unlefs  this  night  I  marry  Mr.  Ma- 
zure,  you  fhall  die.    Now  if  I  do  marry  him,  I 
moil  certainly  ihall. 

BARONESS. 

Never  fear. 

ANGELICA, 
He  is  my  mortal  averlion. 

BARONESS. 
Why  ?  you  never  beheld  him  ? 

ANGELICA. 
Yet,  notwithftanding,  I  know  him. 

BARONESS. 
His  £n€  verfes  fhould  plead  in  his  favour. 

ANGELICA. 
Your  pardon,  madam  ;  but  they  really  have  had 
a  contrary  effed  upon  me. 

BARONESS. 

I.  infill  on  your  pronouncing  them  excellent ! 

ANGE- 
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ANGELICA. 
With  all  my  heart,  ma'am,  fo  I  am  not  obliged 
to  marry  their  author. 

BARONESS. 
But  you  ftiall  marry  their  author  f  and  this  night, 
too  !  in  fpite  of  you  and  your  father !  I  fee  you 
have  been  attempting  to  gain  him  ;  but  it  won't  do, 
my  dear,  take  my  word  for  it,  it  won't,  tho'  he  is 
now  and  then  a  little  mutinous,  I  foon  find  the  way 
to  reduce  him  to  reafon.  What  nolle  is  that  ?  The 
gardeners  a  quarrelling  [ 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  LEANDER  and  OLIVER^ 
difguis'd  as  gardeners. 
OLIVER. 
So,  fo,  Mr.  lazy-bones ;  what,  you  think  yoa 
have  nothing  to  do  here,  but  to  lollup  about,  witb 
your  arms  acrofs. 

BARONESS, 
What  is  the  matter,  Peter  ? 

OLIVER. 
Why,  an  pleafe  your  la'fhip,  my  lady,  here  rs 
a  lazy  rafcal ;  that  I  can't  get  to  work,  though  I 
would  never  fo  feign. 

LEANDER. 
Soft  and  fair,  mailer  Peter. 

BARONESS, 
Oh,  let  him  alone,  I  have  fome  orders  to  give 

^ou  ;  you  muft  

OLIVER. 

Nay,  hauld  you  a  bit ;  and  fo  you  foak-pot  fon 

a  you  exped  here  to  be  paid  for  doing 

nothing  at  all. 

LEANDER. 

Hark'ee,  niafler  Peter,  why  you  are^voundy  tuffV 

0^ 
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of  a  fudden  ;  and  fo,  mayhap,  am  I,  when  the 
maggot  bites. 

OLIVER. 
TufF!  am  I,  you  lubberly  hound.    If  madam's 
ladyfhip's  felf  was  not  by,  Td  teach  you  to  

ANGELICA. 
Nay,  nay,  Peter,  you  are  a  little  too  fevere  upon 
the  lad. 

OLIVER. 

And  if  fo  be  as  I  be,  that's  no  bus'nefs  of  yours^ 
mifs.  T  belong  to  madam^s  ladyfhip's  only,  gain 
fay  it  who  will. 

BARONESS. 
There  you  are  right,  Peter.    But  mind  my  or- 
ders ;  don't  fail  to  

OLIVER    [To  Leander.] 
What !  I'm  tuff,  am  I  ?   Have  you  dug  the 
ground  for  the  cabbages,  water'd  the  lettuces,  and 
fwept  the  alleys,  hey  ? 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
Time  enow,  I  warrant:  But  od's-heart  f 

OLIVER. 
Ods'  heart !  Ay,  and  liver  and  lights,  too  I  yoii 
lazy,  lubberly  loggerhead  !   Look  here,  Nic.  I 
tell  thee  what,  thee  beeft  little  better  than  a  beer- 
barrel  ;  fuck,  fuck,  fuck,  all  day. 

ANGELICA. 
Poor  lad,  I  pity  him  I  Don't  fuiFer  Peter  to  treat 
him  fo  haiihly,  madam. 

BARONESS. 
Hark'ee,  friend  !  One  word  is  as  good  as  a  hun- 
dred :  I  fhan't  fufifer  any  perfon  to  fcoid  in  thii 
houfe,  but  myfelf. 

OLIVER. 
Nay,  madam,  and  I  munna  fchold,  I  wonna 
work ;  fo  pay  me  my  wages,  and  I'll  gang. 
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r  BARONESS. 
Well,  you  may  fcold  fometimes ;  but  at  prefent, 
be  attentive  to  me.    Did  not  you  recommend  thi» 
fellow  ? 

OLIVER. 

I  did. 

BARONESS. 
And  tell  me  that  he  was  a  promifing  lad  ? 

OLIVER. 
I  believe  as  how  I  mout. 

BARONESS. 
That  you  knew,  and  would  be  anfwerable  for 
him? 

OLIVER. 

Like  enow. 

BARONESS. 
Then  what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  terrible 
treatment  ? 

OLIVER 
Meaning  !  marry,  becaufe  inllead  of  minding 
his  buff'nefs,  he  keeps  a  chattering  and  a  golFiping 
of  affairs,  that  be'nt  his  concernment  I 

BARONESS. 
A  gofEping  I  About  who  ? 

OLIVER. 
Why,  'bout  you  and  mafter,  and  mifs  Gellica, 
there. 

BARONESS. 
Aha  !  ha  !  that  is  pleafant  enough  !  And  what 
can  he  fay  about  us  ? 

OLIVER. 
Ah !   you  would  think,  now,  as  how  butter 
Would  not  melt  in  his  mouth  ;  but  he  is  plaguy  un- 
lucky at  bottom,  I  can  tell  you  but  that. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

Nay,  pray  your  ladyfbip,  don't  liflen  to  he ! 

SARONESSi 
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BARONESS. 
Nay,  indeed  but  I  wiTl  f  Oh  !  I  am  quite  curious 
to  hear  the  notions  of  Nick.    So  Peter  ! 

OLIVER. 
Well ;  and  fo  pleafe  your  ladyfhip,  when  mufler 
bids  un  do  any  thing,  do  you  know  what  Nick 
fays  ? 

BARONESS. 

What  ? 

OLIVER. 
May  be  fo,  fays  Nick;  but  that  wants  confir* 
snation. 

BARONESS. 
Confirmation  f  What  does  he  mean  by  that  ? 

OLIVER. 
Why  that  fignificadons  as  how  he  does  not  mind 
xnaifter*s  orders,  till  you  have  confirraationM  'eni. 

BARONESS. 
There  is  nothing  fo  very  foolifh  in  that  I 

OLIVER. 
Then  he  begins  to  be  chattering  about  your  wor- 
ftip ;  and  when  once  he  begins,  h-e  never  knows 
when  to  leave  off. 

BARONESS. 
About  me,  Peter  !  What  can  he  fay  about  me  ? 

OLIVER. 
Ods'  fifh !  fays  Nick,  *  fays  he ;  what  a 
bonny  Jafs  is  our  miftrefs,  iays  he  :  She  has  more 
wit  in  her  little  finger,  than  mafter  has  in  his  whole 
body,  hys  he.  What  a  flrut  and  a  jet  (he  has» 
fays  he  ;  by  the  mafs,  it  does  me  good  to  look  at 
her,  fays  he. 

BARONESS. 
Poor  Nick  ?  I  lik'd  him  at  firft  fight. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
Thank  ye,  forfooth, 

BARONESS, 
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BARONESS, 
The  lad  is  not  ill  made. 

ANGELICA, 

By  no  means. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
Ah  !  you  jeer  a  body. 

BARONESS. 
Fire  and  meaning  in  his  eyes  f 

ANGELICA. 
A  vail  deal !  , 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
Oh  !  as  to  that  matter,  or  the  matter  of  thac^ 
millrefs. 

BARONESS. 
Wiat  does  he  think  of  my  daughter  ? 

OLIVER. 
Ch  !  ment  tell  afore  mifs. 

BARONESS. 
Never  mind  that.  Let  me  have  all  his  fentiment?. 
They  amufe  me. 

OLIVER. 
Whoy  then,  if  fo  be  as  how  I  mufl  fay  it^  L 
muft  !  Mifs  an't  at  all  to  his  mind. 

ANGELICA. 
Nay,  then,  I  am  unhappy  indeed  ! 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
Under  favour,  mifs. 

OLIVER. 

And  then  fays  Nick,  fays  he,  madam  looks  more 
youngerer,  by  a  power.  Why,  wounds,  fays  Nick, 
mifs  looks  moil  i:ke  the  mother.   Ha  !  ha !  ha  ! 

ANGELICA, 
Oh !  Nick  is  right. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R» 

It  is  your  pleafure  Co  fay  fo. 

OLiVERi 
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OLIVER. 
And  fays  he,  I  would  rather  marry  twenty  fuch 
women  as  madam,  than  be  plagu'd  with  a  couple 
like  mifs. 

BARONESS, 
Pleafant !  iniinkely  pleafant !  Here,  Nick,  here'* 
Ibmething  to  drink. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

Nay,  madam. 

BARONESS. 

Take  it,  I  fay  I  And  Peter,  I  charge  you/  on  no 
account,  to  ufe  this  lad  ill. 

OLIVER. 

Enough,  enough. 

BARONESS. 

I  would  have  him  treated  with  care  ;  his  htWy 
full  of  vidluals  and  fleep,  and  not  too  much  work'd 
to  fatigue  him.  \To  Angelica]  I  fee,  mifs,  he's  no 
favourite  of  yours ;  for  reafons,  child,  obvious 
enough.  But  I  muft  give  orders  for  dinner,  whicK 
I  will  take  care  fhall  be  ferv'd  with  a  magnificence 
worthy  my  guefts.  Go,  my  lads ;  go  back  to 
your  garden.  Hark'ee,  Nicholas,  do  yaa  bring 
me,  every  morning,  a  nofegay  ;  and  d'y€>  hear,  be 
fure  you  don't  fail. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

I  warrant.  C-^-*"''  Baroncfs, 

S     C     E     N     E  V. 

ALL. 

Ha!  ha!  ha! 

OLIVER. 
Well,  mifs,  I  hope  we  have  done  our  chara<5lers 
juftice  } 

ANGELICA. 
Oh  !  critically  :  and  extremely  entertain'd  me, 
befides.    Rather  too  hard  on  mv  mother,  tho\ 

g  OLIVER, 
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OLIVER. 
Poh  I  to  keep  ourfthes  the  better  ccnceard.  Be- 
fides,  I  own  it  gave  me  fome  pleafure  to  take  a  lit- 
tle revenge.  Why,  what  a  latisfaaion,  now,  for 
a  footman,  to  call,  with  impunity,  his  mailer  a 
Jazy,  lubberly  loggerhead  ?  !  retu)nM  you,  fir,  to- 
day, the  refpedabie  titles  with  which  you  have  fre- 
quently honoured  me. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
Oh  !  my  time  will  return  ;  but  a  truce  to  trifling. 
Permit  me,  rhy'l cicely  Angelica,  to  kifs  once  mori^ 
this  hand,  whilll:  it  is  yet  undifpos^d  of. 

A^JGELiCA. 
But  don*t  forget  to  carry  my  mother  her  nofegay^ 

O  L  J  y  E  R. 
You  will  not  lofe  your  labour, 

ANGELICA. 
Come,  own  the  truth,  Leander  :  Was  it  not  an 
agreeable  commiffion  ? 

LEANDER. 
.  Well,  now,  I  am  amaz'd  at  you  [  How  can  you 
trifle  in  the  terrible  ftate  that  we  are  ?  Do  you  re- 
coiled, that  my  rival  is  every  minute  expedted  ? 

ANGELICA. 
Nay,  and  what's  more,  we  are  to  be  married 
immediately  [    My  mother  infills  that  my  fpoufe 
ihall  confummate  to  night. 

LEANDER. 
And  how  can  you  tell  me  this  news  with  that  air  ? 
Can  you  confent  to  my  ruin  ?  To  what  purpofe  have 
I  followed  you  privately  from  Paris  ?  Why  have  I 
and  my  man  got  introduced  into  your  family,  under 
the  habit  of  gardeners  ?  A  proje(5l  fo  well  plann'd, 
and  fo  happily  condu(^ed,  to  have  no  other  conclu- 
lion,than  my  being  a  tame  fpedator  of  my  rival's 

happinefs  I 
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happinefs !  To  be  reduc'd  to  the  lafl  diftrefs !  To 
fee  you  quietly  refign  your  hand^  to  the  wortlvlefs 
objedl  of  your  parents  choice  f  Is  it  thus  you  reward 
my  faith  ?  Are  thefe  the  proofs  of  your  plighted  love  ? 

A  K  GEL  I  C  A. 

Oh,  my  dear  Leander,  a  truce  to  this  tragical 
tone,  I  befeech  you.  To  be  fure  you  are  fine  in 
the  pathetic.  But,  to  defcend  a  little  to  common 
life ;  our  peril  is  preffing,  I  own,  but  not  unavoid- 
able. I  love  you  more  than  e\xr.  And -here  t 
vow,  tho'  not  in  heroics,  that  I  will  be  yours,  and 
only  yours :  and  fo  much  for  the  lirA  part  of  my 
difcourfe. 

OLIVER. 
Proceed  we  then  to  the  fecond,  if  you  pleafe. 

ANGELICA.  ' 

♦ 

Mr.  Mazure  is  expedled,  in  order  to  marry  me,* 
to-day.    Now,  this  evil  I  have  two  ways  to  avoids 

OLIVER. 

Firflly. 

ANGELICA. 

To  make  him  heartily  fick  c^f  my  perfon,  and 
to  break  off  the  match,  lay  the  labVing  oar  upoa 
him. 

OLIVER. 

Secondly. 

ANGELICA. 
Why,  if  that  plot  fails,  to  efcape  at  the  back 
door  of  the  garden,  and  to  take  flielter  at  once,  m 
a  convent. 

LEANDER. 
Your  iirft  projed  will  never  fucceed.    Sick  of 
your  perfon  1  that  can  never  be. 

ANGELICA. 
Leave  that  matter  to  me.    But,  in  the  mean 
time,  exert  all  your  (kill  to  cure  my  mother  of  her 
partiality  for  Mr.  Mazure.  oliver. 
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OLIVER. 

A  plan  15  projefied  for  that  purpofe. 

ANGELICA. 

I  know  to  the  bottom  the  charadler  of  my  amii- 
ble  fpoufe.  Fie  is  amoli  egregious  coxcomb;  that 
believes  himfelf  the  lirfl  wit  in  the  world :  and 
thinks  a  girl  can  have  .no  other  merit  than  profound 
erudition  and  elevation  of  fentiment.  My  father 
nnd  mother  have  defcribed  me  to  him  as  a  prodigy. 
Now,  it  is  upon  their  report  that  niy  proje(£t  is 
formed. 

OLIVER. 
Now  I  begin  to  conceive  you. 

ANGELICA. 
My  defign  is  to  get  a  private  interview  with  hlni^ 
and  toafFeifl  fo  much  ignorance,  folly,  and  flupidi* 
ty,  that  he  will  never  be  able  to  bear  oie. 

LEANDER. 
Nothing  can  be  better  concerted.    And  he  fliall, 
befides,  have  no  great  reafon  to  be  charmed  in  a 
dialogue  with  Oliver  and  me.    And  we  promife 
ourfelves,  that— — 

ANGELICA. 

Peace,  my  little  filler  is  here. 

S     C     E     N     E  VL 

Enter  B  A  B  E  T. 

B  A  B  E  T. 
Joy,  joy,  joy,  to  you,  filler. 

ANGELICA. 
What  is  the  matter,  my  dear  i 

BABET. 
Your  lover  is  come. 

ANGELICA. 
V/hat,  Mr.  Mazurc  ? 

BABET* 
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B  A  B  E  T. 

I  have  ju ft  had  a  peep  at  him. 

ANGELICA. 
'  How  unhappy  am  I  ! 

B  A  B  E  T. 

What,  and  going  to  be  married  !  Happy,  you 
mean.  I  am  fare  it  is  a  hard  cafe  upon  us  younger 
children,  that  we  can  never  get  huiljands,  till  the 
old  ones  are  provided  lor.  Ah,  Peter!  Is  it  ycu, 
Nick  ?  How  goes  it  ? 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

Thank'ye,  forfooth.  Waunds,  mifs,  how  hand- 
fom  you  graw. 

B  A  B  E  T. 

Yes,  I  know  that  well  enough.  At  Paris,  I  usM 
to  hear  of  it  every  day  ;  but  here,  nobody  tells  me 
lb  but  you,  Nick  I 

ANGELICA. 

So,  now  you  have  fee  her  a  chattering  j  flop  her 
who  can. 

B  A  B  E  T. 

Well,  let  us  chatter ;  get  you  gone  to  your  lover : 
He  is  very  impatient,  I  can  affure  you. 

ANGELICA. 
He  is  come,  then  ? 

B  A  B  E  T. 

Come !  yes,  yes,  he  is  come,  with  a  witncfs  f 
I  faw  him  alight  from  his  chariot,  and  a  fweet  car- 
riage it  is )  it  looks  for  all  the  world  like  a  hack- 
ney coach  cut  in  two  ;  and  the  glafles  are  divided 
into  the  fweeteft  little  fquare  quarries  !  they  look 
juft  like  the  cafement  of  a  garret  window ! 

OLIVER. 
Ay  !  that  is  in  a  new  tafte  ! 

B  A  B  E  T. 

But  his  three  horfes  are  more  extraordinary  than 
his  chariot.  ange* 
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ANGELICA. 
Three  horfes !  How  can  he  contrive  that  ? 

B  A  B  E  T. 

Two  behind,  and  one  before  :  The  nag  at  the 
pole  end,  is  a  poney ;  black,  blind,  and  lame. 

LEANDER. 

Very  well. 

BABET. 

The  near  horfe  is  a  dapple  grey,  and  his  compa; 
nion  a  pye-ball ;  but  fo  thin,  and  fo  tali ! 

A  N  G  E^L  IC  A. 
A  proper  equipage  for  a  country  poet. 

OLIVER, 

And  yet  he  is  better  off  than  moll  of  his  bre- 
thren in  town. 

B  A  B  E 

How  is  that,  Peter?  Have  you  been  ever  at 
f  aris  ?  ' 

OLIVER. 
Work'd  there  a  matter  of  five  years,  mifs. 

B  A  B  E  T. 
I  thought  I  had  feen  you  before.  » 

ANGELICA. 
I  can't  help  laughing  at  her  defcriptron  of  my 
lover's  triumphal  car. 

BABET. 

Ohj,  it  is  a  fight,  I  afTure  you  !  But  would  you 
believe,  that  thefe  three  foundered  jades  have  been 
forced  to  tug  hither  five  fat  folks  in  the  body  ;  a 
coachman  before,  and  two  ragamuffins  behind  : 
but  no  fooner  had  they  landed  their  luggage,  bat 
^own  the  poor  brutes  dropped. 

OLIVER. 
Kever  to  rife  again ,  * 

ANC-E- 
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ANGELICA. 
But  who  are  the  four  perfonages  arriv'd,  under 
convoy  of  Mr.  Mazure  ? 

B  AB  ET. 

The  Count  and  Countefs  of  Lackland  ;  the 
Mayor  of  Poidiers  and  his  wife. 

OLIVER. 

But  how  the  devil  could  they  pack  them  all  up 
in  fo  narrow  a  compafs  ? 

BABET. 

Oh,  eafy  enough  :  the  two  ladies  fat  upon  the 
two  lords,  and  Mr.  mayor  lay  all  along  at  the 
bottom.  No,  they  fay  the  carriage  was  commodious 
enough ;  only  they  were  twice  overturned  on  the 
road,  man  and  beafl  all  plump  in  the  mire. 

ANGELICA. 
And  no  body  hurt  ? 

BABET. 

Nobody. 

ANGELICA. 
Not  even  Mr.  Mazure  ? 

BABET. 

No ;  he  efcap'd  with  one  bump  on  the  head, 
and  two  or  three  trifling  fcratches  in  the  face  :  No, 
they  were  luckily  overfet  in  a  bog. 

ANGELICA. 
I  wifh  it  had  been  in  a  river. 

BAB,ET. 

But  I  hear  a  noife,  moft  likely  the  company  in 
fearch  of  my  fifter. 

ANGELICA. 

And  I  fhall  take  care  to  avoid  them.  Come  hi- 
ther, Nick. 

BABET. 

Come,  mailer  Peter,  let  us  go  smd  h*ave  a  little 
chat  in  the  garden.  \ Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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S     C     E     N     E  VII. 

Baron  of  OLDCASTLE,  Lady  OLDCASTLE, 
the  Count  and  Couutefs  of  LACKLAND, 
the  MAYOE  and  A4AYORESS,  and  Mr. 
MAZURE. 

[T'vjo  folding  doors  open  zit  the  hottom  cf  the 
Jiuge  ;  all  the  aSicrs  in  a  ceretnoKiQus  dijfutej^ 

COUNTESS. 
Baronefs  of  Oldcaille. 

BARONESS. 
Counted  of  Lackland:  Permit  me  to  do  the  ho- 
nours  of  my  houfe.    I  am  at  home. 

COUNTESS. 
Mrs.  Mayorefs. 

MAYORESS. 

Marry  heaven  forbid.  What,  before  the  conn- 
tefs  of  Lackland  ! 

COUNTESS. 
Let  me  entreat  j'ou,  Mrs.  mayorefs. 

MAYORESS. 
The  very  fuppofition  fills  me  with  confufion. 

COUNTESS. 

Sut,  madam. 

MAYORESS. 

But,  my  lady. 

COUNTESS. 
Then  I  muft  return. 

MAYORESS, 

And  I  too. 

MAZURE. 
To  adjuft  this  ceremonial,  ladies,  you  want  a 
man  of  contrivance.    Favour  me,  each  with  her 
hand.  [Leads  them  on. 

COUNT. 

Mr.  Mayor  :  I  hope,  Sir,  you  willnot  be  fo  ce. 
^-emonious  as  your  lady. 

MAYOR. 
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MAYOR. 

Pardon  me,  my  lord;  I  know  my  duty  as  well 
as  my  wife. 

COUNT. 
By  my  honour  you  ftiall  go  firfl. 

MAYOR. 
By  my  office  l  ean  never  confent. 

COUNT. 
I  lhan't  ftir  from  this  fpot  till  fun- fet. 

M  A  Y  O  R. 
Nor  I  till  he  rifes  again. 

C  O  U  N  T. 
Not  a  ftepj  or  may  J  be  hang'd. 

MAYOR. 
They  fhall  burn  me  before  I  will  budge. 

M  AZURE. 
Come,  gentlemen,  it  belongs  to  me  to  deter- 
mine thefe  forms. 

[//?  attevipting  to  introduce  them  as  he  had  done  the 
ladies^  he  tumbles ^  and  drags  them  after  him,1 

BARON. 

I  hope  you  are  not  hurt,  gentlemen, 

COUNTESS. 
My  dear  count ! 

MAYORESS. 

My  dear  mayor ! 

BARONESS. 
My  dear  coufin ! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E.    [Getting  up  luitb  pain.^ 

Well,  what  a  beautiful  thing  is  good  breeding  \ 
would  you  believe,  that  it  is  at  prefent  confined 
to  the  country.  Ah  !  for  true  politenefs,  give  me 
the  provinces.  At  Paris,  they  are  proud  of  what 
they  call  eafe  j  another  word  for  what  I  call 
rude. 

Vol,  I.  C  covNTESs, 
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COUNTESS. 

You  amaze  me  !  I  always  thought  Paris  the  very 
pattern  for  breeding. 

M  AZURE. 

Oh  fie !  The  devil  take  me  if  they  know  any 
thing  of  forms.  Why,  now  for  inftance ;  a  man 
of  quality,  like  me,  may  walk  the  ftreets  for  a 
week,  and  not  a  hat  to  acknowledge  his  dignity. 
-All  rank,  all  condition,  is  confounded  Why,  there 
you  (hall  have  a  little  cuftom-houfe  officer  ilrut  and 
cock  his  hat  like  a  colonel  and  frequently  meet  a 
bawd  with  the  air  of  a  baronefs. 

BARONESS. 
A  baronefs !  £lthy  Paris. 

MAZURE. 
At  their  houfes,  play  houfes,  and  churches,  no 
order  obferved,  at  going  in,  ot  coming  out,  as 
with  us;  but  all  heher-feelter,  the  devil  take  the 
hindmoft. 

COUNTESS. 
What  barbarity  ? 

MAZURE. 
I  am  a  fcoundrel,  Ma'm,  if  I  was  not  provoked 
beyond  patience.  My  firll  vifit  at  Paris  was  to  a 
woman  of  fafhion,  who  had  the  honour  to  be  a 
diilant  relation  of  mine.  You  may  fuppofe  that, 
in  order  to  procure  a  reception  equal  to  my  rank, 
I  got  myfelf  properly  anounc'd.  I  took  it  for 
granted,  that,  at  the  name  of  Mazure,  the  whole 
room  would  rife. 

COUNTESS. 
And  they  did  ? 

MAZURE. 
I  wifh  I  may  perifh,  Ma'm,  if  out  of  ten  males, 
and  as  many  females,  that  were  at  cards  in  the 
parlour,  a  fmgle  foul  got  off  their  feat..   The  lady 
of  the  houfe,  without  quitting  her  cards,  bawl'd  • 

out, 


ne  COUNTRY  POET.  zj 

out,  who  is  there  ?  reach  the  gentleman  a  chair  ; 
and  then  afked  what  was  trumps.  Not  a  fitjgle 
compliment  from  either  her,  or  any  of  her  compa- 
ny ;  nor  one  opportunity  given  me  to  fay  a  tole- 
rable thing, 

COUNTESS. 
Mercy  on  us !  what  a  fuffocation  of  wit ! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
A  fuppreflion  :  for,  rot  me  if  1  was  not  ready  to 
run  over.  But,  by  the  noife  of  my  exit,  .  I  was 
determined  to  make  myfelf  amends  for  my  peace- 
able entry.  Now,  thinks  I,  I  am  fure  of  their 
company,  at  lead  as  far  as  the  court. 

BARON. 

And  you  had  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Had  !  why  I  was  got  into  the  'ftreet  before  they 
knew  I  had  ftirr'd  from  my  feat.    Then  I  vifited 
three  or  four  more  ladies  ;  but  my  reception  was 
every- where  the  fame. 

COUNTESS. 
Why,  this  called  for  refentment. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Ay ;  and  refent  it  I  did. 

BARON. 

How  ? 

MAZURE, 
Why,  I  quitted  the  city  in  twanty-four  hours, 
<€iid  went  diredlly  to  court. 

MAYOR. 
I  warrant  now,  all  Paris  was  piqu'd. 

MAZURE. 

Plaguily, 

COUNTESS. 

They  dearly  deferv'd  it :  you  have  given  them  a 
ie^ffon. 

C  Z  MAZURE. 
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MAZURE. 
But  apropos :   where  is  my  goddefs,  my  fun  ? 
Thofe  eyes  that  dart  fuch  rays  divine. 
Can  no  one  tell  me  where  they  Ihine  ? 

BARONESS. 
Let  me  die  if  I  don't  think  he  fpeaks  poetry. 

COUNTESS. 
Doubtlefs,  Ma'm.  Lard,  that's  nothing  to  him. 

MAZURE. 
My  mother-tongue. 

COUNTESS. 

What  a  genius ! 

MAZURE. 

Oh,  Madam ! 

MAYORESS. 
He  is  as  clever  as  he  is  high. 

MAZURE. 
Madam !  Madam  ! 

BARONESS. 
Ever  fliining,  ever  new. 

MAZURE. 
Ladies,  'tis  too  much  from  you. 
But  my  divinity  1  I  miift  facrifice  to  her.  They 
tell  me  Ihe  is  a  brilliant  of  the  firft  water. 

BARONESS. 
It  is  not  that  fhe  is  my  daughter ;  but  (he  will 
furprife  even  you. 

BARON. 
She  has  all  her  paces;  nothing  to  karn. 

MAZURE. 
There  will  be  a  tete  a  tete !  Such  points,  flights? 
and  double  entendre's ! 
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For  a  fight  of  my  charmer  I  run. 
Who  will  give  me  fuch  tranfports  by  and  by. 

My  heart  is  already  undone  : 
Help,  ladies  !  I'm  dying  !  I  die ! 

COUNTESS. 
My  dear  baronefs  I  There's  an  extempore  ? 

B  A  R  O  K  E  S  S. 
And  frefh  from  the  mint,  I'll  engage. 

B  A  R  O  N. 

Body  of  me ;  what  an  aftonilhing  genius  f 

BARONESS. 
How  inexhauftible ! 

COUNTESS^ 

How  fablime ! 

BARONESS. 
Not  a  word  bat  ought  to  be  printed. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Permit  me,  ladies,  to  give  you  a  difpute  I  once 
had  with  a  brace  of  Paris  wits.    I  foon  made  thenv 
fing  fmall.    One  day 

BARONESS. 
Sing  fmall ;  how  poetical !    But  favour  us  with 
the  recital  in  the  garden.    We  will  take  a  turn  or 
two  whilft  they  are  laying  the  cloth. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Let  us  haden  to  find  out  the  fair; 

The  beauty  for  whom  my  heart  beats : 
My  Omphale*  to  call  her  I  dare ; 
For  I'm  Herc'les  in  amorous  feats. 


End  of  the  First  Act 
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Baroneft  of  O  L  D  C  A  S  T  L  E,  L  E  A  N  D  E 

and  O  L  I  V  E  R. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

PLAGUE',  miftrefs,  what  is  the  meaning  of 
all  this  jaw  ?  I  was  a  thinking  to  plealure 
mafter  Mazure  ;  but  fince  he  is  fo  touchy,  as  not 
to  take  my  civil  meaning  in  good  part ;  why,  let'n 
be  touchy  ;  what  care  I  ? 

BARONESS. 
Pleafant  enough  :  why,  you  carry  it  with  a  high 
hand  here  mafter  Nicholas !  but,  lower  your  top- 
fail  a  little  ;  for  I  can  eafily  fend  you  adrift,  111 
projnife  you. 

LEANDER. 
An  you  fend  me  adrift,  I  know  what  Til  da. 

BARONESS. 

What,  pray  ? 

LEANDER. 
V/hy,  ni  drive. 

BARONESS. 
Ob>  the  churl ! 

LEANDER. 
Not  that  I  be  over-minded  to-  part;  becaufe- 
why,  I  likes  you  well  enough  in  the  main  :  but  if 
fo  be  I  mull,  I  mull :  and  fo,  your  fervant,  for- 
footh. 

BARONESS. 

Nay,  but  flop  Nick. 

LEANDER. 
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LE  ANDER. 
Nic  me  no  Nicks,  miftrefs :  tho^  Tm  poor,  Tm  - 
honeft  :  and  fo,  your  fervant  again. 

BARONESS. 
Stay,  I  fay.    Peter,  convince  him  how  deficient 
he  is  in  the  devoir  that's  my  due. 

OLIVER. 

Let  un  go    There  will  be  no  lack  of  labourers, 
I  warrant. 

BARONESS. 

That  I  believe :  but  this  lad  fuits  me  exafti/. 
He  is  fkillful,  you  fay. 

OLIVER. 

-Ay,  ay,  knowing  enough  for  that  matter;  but 
as  lazy  a  lubbard— — 

BARONESS. 
Oh,  ril  cure  him  of  that.  He  is  young,  and 
will  mend.  And,  bstvvcen  ourfcives,  Peter,  I  am, 
no  enfemy  to  a  little  pride  in  a  fervant ;  it  ftiews 
principle.  Don't  you  think  that  there  is  a  kind  of 
natural  dignity  about  him  ? 

OLIVER. 

Ay  marry  is  there.  Look,  look :  do  but  fee 
how  the  blockhead  flares.  Mefs,  I  believe,  at  the 
bottom,  he  has  no  more  mind  to  go,  than  you 
have  to  make  him. 

BARONESS, 

Indeed  ! 

OLIVER, 
ril  be  hang'd  elfe. 

BARONESS. 
Well,  then,  dired  him  to  make  his  fubmillioa 
with  all  poffible  refpedl  and  lendernefs,  and  I  may 
be  brought  to  forgive  him. 

C  4  OLIVER,. 
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O  L  IV  E  R. 

D*ye  hear,  Nick*  one  word  is  as  good  as  a 
thoufand  :  Madam's  ladyfliip,  here,  is  angry  with 
you  ;  but  being  anger'd  that  fhe  is  angry,  why  you 
Hiirft  be  angry  that  you  anger'd  her.  Is  not  this 
the  matter,  forfooth  ? 

BARON. 

Ves,  Peter ;  but  you  forget  tendernefs  and  refped. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
That  I  anger'd  her;  not  I.    Why,  what  makes- 
her  doat  fo  upon  mafter  Mazure  ? 

OLIVER. 

That  is  true :  but  what  woult  ha,  Nick  f  why 
tho'f  he  be  but  a  ninny,  Ihe  thinks  him  a  none- 
fuch» 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
He  a  none.fuch  I  Why,  I  tell  thee,  he*s  a  noddy^ 
a  noodle ;  ay,  and  a  numfkull. 

Like  enow,  Nick  ;  but  millrefs,  d'ye  fee.  Is  of 
another  mind. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
Ay  5  and  *tis  that  that  provokes  me. 

OLIVER. 

You  fee,  forfooth,  he  is  fick  of  your  fon -in-law* 
For  my  part,  I  think  he  has  a  reverfion  to  him. 

BARONESS. 
It  is  at  that  I'm  amaz'd !  Why,  Peter,  in  my 
eye  he  is  a  jewel. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
You  are  plaguy  fhort-fighted,  then  :  I  ha  zeen 
many  great  folks  in  my  time,  but  ne'er  fuch  a  mon- 
grel as  he. 

BARON. 

Very  well ;  you  fee,  Peter,  this  is  my  daughter's 
doing. 

t  F  AN* 
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L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
Not  Ihe  J  it  is  all  along  with  himfelf :  Why, 
what  care  I  what  fhe  thinks  I  Your  daft^r  is  nothing 
to  me  I  Mayhap  I  mout  be  over  perfuaded  by  you  j 
but  as  to  that  mumping  matter  Mazure  \ 

BARONESS. 
This  is  too  much.    Decamp,  fir! 

OLIVER.  to  Leander.] 

To  the  right  about,  fir,  or  you  are  dilbanded  at- 
once. 

LEANDER.    [To  Oliver.] 
Peace,  fool!  I  can  make  it  up  when  I  plcafe. 
Why,  you  blockhead,  I  have  her. 

BARONESS, 

What  fays  he  ? 

OLIVER. 
He  fays  as  how,  he  forgives  you. 

B  A  R  O  N  E  S  S, 

Forgives  me ! 

OLIVER. 
Yes  5  and  (hall  die,  if  fo  be  you  difcard  hiin> 
BARONESS. 

Poor  lad  ! 

OLIVER. 

D'ye  hear,  boy!  down  of  your  marrow- bone*, 

and  beg  marcy  of  madam. 

LEANDER,    \KiJpng  her  hand  tenderly, 1 

Sweet  millrefs ! 

BARONESS. 
I  melt  I  I  melt!  I  forgive  I  I  forget!  Be,  then, 
Nick,  an  affedionate  fervant;  and  thou  wilt  find  a 
generous  millrefs  in  me  :  Lud !  in  what  a  flutter 
am  I ! 

C  5  SCENE 
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SCENE  11. 
Enter  Baron  of  OLDCASTLE. 
BARON. 

What  is  all  this  ?  Nick  on  his  knees  to  my  wife  T 

LE  A  N  D  E  R. 
Why,  pleafe  your  worihip,  madam  threatens  to 
turn  me  a-drift,  and  I  was  a  craving  for  marcy. 

BARON. 

Why  turn  him  a-drift,  baronefs  of  Oldcaftle  ? 
He  is  an  honeft  lad,  that  pleafes  me  much. 

BARONESS. 
Is  it  your  will  that  I  (hould  not  difcard  him,  my 
foul  ? 

BARON. 

Yes,  my  love. 

BARONESS? 
That  is  enough.    As  a  proof  of  my  perfed  fiib- 
miflion,  I  refign  my  rage  in  an  inftant. 

BARON, 
How  I  adore  that  tradable  temper. 

BARONESS. 
I  am  happy,  that  I  have  the  good  fortune  ta 
pleafe  you  ;  but  indeed,  and  indeed,  lifey,  you  ty- 
rannize a  little  over  my  tendernefs. 

BARON.    {Embracing  her.} 

My  adorable  Baronefs ! 

OLIVER. 

Mercy  upon  us !  what  a  treafure  is  a  truckling 
wife ! 

BARON. 

Oh,  as  to  that,  I  think  I  may  boall  that  heavea 
has  given  me  a  wife  with  no  will  of  her  own. 

OLIVER. 
The  wonderful  wwks  of  nature  ! 

BARON. 
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BARON. 

But  pray,  my  lovely  Baronefs,  why  would  yoa 
torn  away  Nick  ? 

BARONESS. 
Why,  blefs  me,  did  not  you  perceive,  how  un- 
der the  pretence  of  civility,  the  fellow  laugh'd  at 
Mr.  Mazure  ? 

BARON. 

Not  T  ;  I  faw  nothing  about  it :  But  doubtlefs, 
my  dear,  you  are  right. 

BARONESS. 
My  coann  perceiv'd  it  himfelf. 

B  A  R  O  N. 

To  be  fure. 

BARONESS. 
And  is  excefUvely  angry. 

B  A  R  C  N. 

The  deuce  he  is. 

BARONESS. 
It  was  on  this  chapter ;  I  was  chiding  Peter  and 
Nick. 

BARON. 

Well. 

BARONESS. 
But  Peter  afTures  me,  that  the  boy  meant  na 
harm ;  and  fo  1  forgave  him  dire<fl]y. 

B  A  R  O  N. 
Ay,  that  was  right. 

B  A     O  N  E  S  S. 
But  my  gentleman  grew  mutinous,  forfooth  ;  and 
told  me,  that  he  laugh  d  at  my  fon- in -law's  rage. 

B  A  R  O  N. 

Saucy  enough ! 

BARONESS. 
With  a  hundred  other  impertinent  flouts ! 

BARON. 
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BARON. 

Oh  !  oh !  by  the  mefs !  you  were  right  to  get 
lid  of  him  :  let  him  troop. 

BARONESS.  ^ 
I  only  mention  this,  my  foul,  to  convince  you, 
that  he  deferv'd  a  difmiffion. 

BARON. 
"   Heartily  :  Let  him  go. 

BARONESS. 
And  that  nothing,  but  an  implicit  obedience  to 
your  will,  could  compel  me  to  keep  him  a  minute. 

BARON. 

Perfedly  obliging  !  then  now  let  him  march. 

BARONESS. 
But  the  inftant  you  order'd  me  to  forget  the  of- 
fence, 1  obey'd;  and  think  no  more  of  it. 

BARON. 

No  matter  5  there  is  no  keeping  fuch  a  puppy  a» 
this. 

BARONESS. 
But  under  favour,  my  dear.    He  is  a  good  lad, 
a»s  you  obferv'd  juft  now.    He  will  be  ufeful.  I 
will  break  him  foon  to  my  mind. 

BARON. 

Not  a  bit  I  no,  no  ;  I  will  tolerate  no  infolence 
under  my  roof :  He  (hall  go  ! 

BARONESS,  [meedling,'] 

No,  he  fa*nt  go. 

BARON. 

How  I 

BARONESS. 
He  fa'nt,  I  fay. 

BARON. 
Fire  and  fury  !  but  he  ffialJ,  if  I  pleafe  I 

B  A  RON  £  S3. 


/ 
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BARONESS. 
Doubtlefs,  dearee  ;  but  I  wiH  fo  pray,  pray,  for 
poor  boy,  that  you  fall  forgive  him,  as  a  favour  to 
-  me. 

BARON. 

Oh,  if  you  defire  it,  it  is  another  affair;  but 
you  are  too  good  

BARONESS. 
That  is  true,  lovey. 

BARON. 
So  gentle  j  fo  eafy. 

BARONESS. 
Granted,  fweety. 

BARON. 
You  have  no  more  gall  than  a  pigeon. 

BARONESS. 
It  is  beft  erring  on  the  merciful  fide. 

BARON. 

What  a  fentimcnt  i  By'e  foul,  I  mull  go  to  ouar 
friends ! 

BARONESS.    {Kijfing  him.] 
Adieu,  till  our  meeting  again. 

BARON. 

Adieu,  thou  phoenix  of  wives.  [Exiii 

OLIVER. 
By  the  mefs,  Ihe  is  worth  her  weight  in  gold  ! 

SCENE  III. 

BARONESS. 
Well,  poor  Nic,  you  fee,  but  for  me,  you  had 
got  your  difcharge. 

1EANDER« 
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LEANDER. 
Difcharge !   Puh.     D'ye  think  I  minds  what 
mafler  can  do  ?    His  words  be  but  wind.  Mefs, 
he's  little  better  than  a  weathercock,  that  turns  as 
^'ou  lift. 

BARONESS. 
Oh,  the  malicious  chit ! 

O  L  I  V  E  R.  ^ 
Ay,  ay,  I  told  you  what  he  was  at  the  bottom. 

'  BARONESS. 
What  then,  you  think  I  govern  my  hufband  ? 

LEANDER. 
Govern  him  !  ay,  ay.    Why,  you  would  make 
him  fee  a  man  in  the  mcon.    Slife,  how  crafty  yoa 
be ! 

BARONESS. 

Mef 

LEANDER. 
W^aunds  !  how  I  titter,   to  fee  how  you  tickle 
him.    When  he  thinks  you  the  maid  ;  then,  mar- 
r}',  you're  miilrefs.    You  don't  fay,  it  fi-iall  be  fo  : 
yet,  for  all  that,  fo  it  is.    He  is  called  baron  ^  but 
you  bear  the  breeches.         -  ' 

BARONESS. 
Who  fays  that  peafants  are  fools  ?  Is  it  poffible 
for  any  man  toreafon  more  regularly  ?  Why,  child, 
you  are  a  wit.  Come,  go  on  ;  it  will  ferve  to  di- 
vert me.  And  fo  you  don't  like  this  marriage  with 
Mr  Mazure  ? 

LEANDER. 
No ;  nor  nothiiig  in  the  fiiape  on't. 

OLIVER. 

The  boy  can^t  contain  himfelf :  ever  lince  the 
talk  of  this  match  for  our  mifs,  he  is  fo  crufty, 
there  is  no  living  wi'  un. 

BARONESS. 
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BARONESS. 
Well,  that  is  pleafant  enough  :  but,  pray,  how 
came  this  to  be  an  affair  of  yours? 

LEANDER. 
Marry,  becaufe  I  be  in  love. 

B  A  R  O  N  E  S  S. 
With  my  daughter ! 

LEANDER. 
Not  L    All  I  minds  is  your  credit.    If  fo  be 
as  you  go  to  make  fuch  a  match  ^  why,  people 
will  point  at  you. 

EAR  ONESS. 
And  fo  you  would  have  me  afk  your  ad-vice  how 
to  difpofe  of  my  daughter  ? 

L  E  A  N  D  ER. 
Marry,  you  could  not  do  better.    If  fo  be  you. 
take  my  advice,  I  knows  to  who  you  would  give 
her. 

OLIVER. 

And  I  too. 

BARONESS. 
To  whom,  pray  ? 

LEANDER. 
Not  to  he  (he  loa:hs  >  but  to  he  /heJikes. 

BARONESS. 
Ah  !  you  have  got  your  IciTon  by  heart.  What^ 
has  my  daughter  made  you  her  confidant  ? 

LEANDER. 
No  :  but  ril  held  a  noble  to  nine-pence  mifs  is 
a  my  mind;  and,  troth,  I  think  fhe  has  raifon. 

BARONESS. 

How,  reafon  ? 

LEANDER. 
Ay,  I  do.    Why,  I  han't  known  your  cou (In 
an  hour ;  and,  for  all  that,  I  can't  endure  him  a 

bit. 
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bit.  I  don't  like  his  looks,  I  tell  you  :  and  I  can 
fee  that  mifs  likes  'em  as  little  as  I. 

BARONESS. 
She  fhall  marry  him  for  all  that. 

L  E  A  N  D  r  R. 
What,  will  y,  nill  y  ?    Ay,  that's  eafily  faid  ; 
but  not  fo  eafily  done. 

BARONESS. 
Bat  it  fhall  be  done ;  and  this  night  too. 

'  LEANDER. 
That  will  caufation  fome  cuffs ;  remember  1  tell 
you. 

BARONESS. 
Pfhaw  !  abfurd.    She  muft  obey. 

LEANDER. 
But,  fuppofe  as  how  fhe  won't:  pray,  mafter 
Peter,  did  not  I  hear  you  telling,  with  little  mifs, 
there  was  a  certain  fquire  in  Paris  that  flie  woundi- 
ly  lik'd,  and  that  her  aunt  would  ha'  her  to  marry  ? 

OLIVER. 
Ay,  marry  ;  fhe's  in  love  wi*  un  up  to  the  ears. 
She  fays  as  how  he  is  a  fine  man,  about  five  and 
twenty,  that  has  a  deal  of  means ;  and  is  a  colo- 
nel ;  and  has  wit  at  will :  and  as  how  he  was  fo 
anger'd  at  hearing  that  mifs  was  going  to  be  mar- 
ried, that  he  fwore  like  a  trooper,  that  he  would 
ride  down  poft  hafte;  and,  volens  nolens,  crop  off 
your  fon  in  law's  ears. 

BARONESS. 
Cut  off  his  ears ! 

LEANDER. 
Yes  ;  and  nail  'em,  like  a  fox's  nofe,  to  the 
Hable  door. 

BARONESS. 
Oh,  let  him  come,  let  him  come  :  I  warrant  be 
will  meet  with  his  match,  if  he  has  any  thing  to 

fay 
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fay  to  my  coufm.  He  is  of  my  blood  ;  and  wilt' 
cope  with  your  coxcombs  of  Paris ^  ;^;i»V 

OLIVER. 

Waunds,  madam,  don't  be  too  fare.  By  mifsV 
talk,  he  is  fuch  a  terrible  fighting  man,  that  he 
would  no  more  matter  throwing  mafter  Mazure 
out  of  window,  than  drinking  a  bumper.  I  would 
not  fwear  but  he  is  fomewhere  in  thefe  parts  now-. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
I  thinks  here  will  be  the  devil  to  pay  by  and  by,. 

BARONESS. 
Really,  my  lads,  Tm  a  little  uneafy  :  I  mufl- 
get  to  the  bottom  of  this,  and  pat  Mr.  Mazure  on- 
his  guard.  Did  ihe  tell  you  the  gentleman's  name  I. 

OLIVER. 

Thof  fhe  told  me  forty  times, .  I_wHh  I  may, 
die  if  I  mind  it ;  doft  the€,  Nic  ? 

I^E  ANDER,  r  J. 

ocay  :  cairu  ; — why,  he's  call'd — callM— call'd. 
Let's  fee :  Le — La — Lu,  An  I  were  to  be  hang'ct 
J  can't  tell  ^ 

BARONESS.  i 
Not  Leander  ? 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R  .' 
You  ha  nick'd  it,  by  the  mafs. 

BARONESS. 
But,  apropos,  here  comes  Mr.  Mazure.    Stay 3 
it  will  be  right  to  tell  fiim  your  tidings, 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Mr.  M  A  Z  U  R  E, 

BARONESS. 

Lud  !  dear  coufm  ;  Pm  in  a  terrible  taking  V 

MAZURS. 
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M  AZUR  E. 
What  is  the  matter,  madam  ? 

BARONESS. 
Do  you  know  you  run  the  rifk  of  your  life  ? 

MAZURE. 
My  incomparable  cuz,  you  are  right ;  for  I  am 
in  danger  to  die  with  impatience.    1  have  fcruti- 
niz'd  for  your  daughter  as  for  a  needle. 
I  have  tir'd  the  echoes  around: 
They  are  deaf  and  return  me  no  found. 
I  have  bottled  an  inundation  of  wit,  that  will 
bur  ft  me  if  ihe  don't  come  and  pull  out  the 
cork. 

Fry'd  with  Phcebus's  flames,  I  Ciall  quickly 
expire. 

Cruel  maid  !  bring  a  bi3cket,  and  put  out 
the  fire. 

BARONESS. 
For  heaven's  fake,  peace  with  your  poetry.  I 
tell  you ; 

MAZUR^E, 
Angelica's  an  angel ;  and  her  divine  charms^ 
In  my  tender  hearty  oaules  dreadful  alarms* 

BARONESS, 

Hear  me. 

LEANDER. 
What  an  original  ! 

MAZU'RE. 
Oh  !  (he  is  a  confteliation  of  perfedions  :  if  I 
may  judge  by  a  tranHtcry  glimpfe. 

^BARONESS. 
We  will  talk  of  that  another  time  :  but,  for  the 
prefent  — 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Bue,  do  you  know  that  the  little  gipfy  has  piqu'd 
me  \ 

.:  BARONESS. 
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BARONESS, 

Peace,  I  teJI  you. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Fled,  to  engage  me  to  follow^. 

BARONESS. 
But,  you  won't  hear  me 

M  A  Z  U  R  E, 
Oh  !  you  are  right :  ay,  I  immediately  guefs'i 
at  her  art.    'Twas  clever  to  the  greateil  dfgree. 

BARONESS. 

Do  you  laugh  at  me,  coufin  ? 

M  AZURE.. 
Your  ladyfhip  pleafes  to  joke.    But,  why  does 
that  fool  make  faces  at  me  ? 

BARONESS. 
He  is  not  fuch  a  fool  as  you  fancy. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

I  hope  you'll  allow  he  has  the  look. 

L  E  AN  D  E  R. 

Patience,  mailer  Mazure,  and  I'll  make  yoo 
know  who  I  am. 

OLIVER. 

There  may  be  fome  people  who  are  poor,  that 
may  chance  to  humble  other  people's  pride. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Harlcye,  rafcafs ;  who  are  they  that  fhall  hum- 
ble my  pride  ? 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R.    [Mimick^rg  bim.l 
1  names  nobody.  * 

OLIVER,    [rke  fan.e.} 

Happy  he  that  laughs  laft; 
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M  AZURE. 
That  laughs  laft !    Let  me  perifli  if  the  fcoun- 
drels  don't  menace  ! 

BARONESS. 
No,  no,  coufin,  you  miftake  them.    Hear  me  a 
moment,  and  you  will  know  what  they  mean. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E> 
Mean !  fine  fellows  to  have  any  meaning  at  all. 
But  for  my  refpedl  for  you,  madam,  I  would  teach 
the  rafcals  how  to  fpeak  to  a  man  of  my  rank. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R.     [Strikhg  him  cn  the  Jhou/Jer,] 

Don\  put  yourfelf  in  a  palTion,  mafter  Maaurc  |; 
for  things  mayn*t  tutn  out  to  your  mind. 

-i.  O  L  I V  E  R.    [Doitjg  the  fame.] 

Well  faid  Nic  :  be  advifed  ;  and  don't  (Irike 
the  firfl  blow.  .  ;l  / 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

It  is  true,  it  is  beneath  me  to  chafllfe  fuch  pal- 
troons ;  but  if  1  call  my  people,  they  fhall  give 
them  the  ftrap. 

O  L  I  V  L  R. 

.  The  ftrap !  then  they  muft  be  in  better  heart 
than  your  horfes. 

LE  ANDER. 
It  is  plain  they  both  belong  to  a  maker  of  varfes^, 
and  would  rather  eat  than  fight. 

M  A.  Z  U  R  E,    [Bis  hand  on  his  fivord.} 

I  find  I  muft  annihilate  the  fcoundrels. 

BARONESS. 
Oh  fie,  coufin  !   curb  your  choler.     What  ! 
ftrike  my  fervant  before  me  ! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E.      [In  a  tragic  tone.] 

For  this  reprieve  to  her  your  homage  pay : 
Kut,  vanifti,  va^lets :  I  command---away. 

[Leander  W  Oliver  laug^. 

BARONESS.. 
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S  A  R  ON  E  S  S. 
Retire,  my  lads,  and  refle<5l  on  the  regard  you 
owe  a  man  of  quality,  and  my  relation. 

OLIVER. 

To  pleafure  you,  we  obey  :  but  methinks  I  have 
a  waundy  mind  to  *»  fee  my  people  with  the  ftraps." 

[mimicking^  kjm» 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
Mafter  Mazure, 
I  am  yours  to  be  fure  i 
And  if  you  come  with  any  of  your  tragedums 
into  our  garden, 
If  I  don't  give  you  a  fallad. 
That's  as  good  as  your  ballad, 
Why  you  may  take  my  life  for  a  farden. 

[^Exeunt  Leander  and  Oliver  laughing, 

SCENE  V. 

MAZURE. 
They  are  a  couple  of  infolent  rafcals !  'sdeath  ! 
I  believe  they  arc  hir'd  to  infult  me !  but  if  they 
perfevere,  perdition  is  their  portion  ! 

BARONESS. 
Why,  the  fellows  have  been  fome  time  in  my  fer- 
vice  ;  and  were  the  moft  humble,  refpc6tful,  regui- 
lar  beings  in  the  univerfe ;  rather  too  attentive  for 
their  humble  condition  :  but  lince  your  arrival, 
they  are  totally  chang'd  5  they  hate  you  mortally, 
and  roar  againft  you  every  inftant ! 

MAZURE. 

The  brutes  ! 

BARONESS. 
For  my  part,  I  think  my  girl's  at  the  bottom.  • 

MAZURE. 
•For  what  purpofe  ? 

BARONESS, 
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BARONESS. 
To  loofen  our  attachment  for  you. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
You  don't  think,  then,  that  I  have  the  honour  to 
be  the  objed  of  her  flame  ? 

BARONESS. 
Ohl  there  is  no  doubt  about  that  I  and  to  fay 
truth,  'tis  at  this  I  am  provok'd. 

.     M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
And  why,  pray  ? 

BARONESS. 
That  is  an  admirable  queftion.    Can  you  be 
happy  with  her,  if  fhe  hates  you  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
No,  to  be  fure  ;  but  I  think  to  have  her  heart 
with  her  hand. 

BARONESS. 
And  what  reafons  have  you  for  this  expedation  ? 

M  A  Z  UR  E. 
Two:  My  merit,  and  her  difeernment, 

BARONESS. 
Don't  truft  too  much  to  that  ^  f.  am  afraid  fhe  is 
prepolTefs'd  for  another. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
So  much  the  better. 

BARONESS. 

How! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

Doubtlefs, 

To  my  arms  there'll  be  greater  renown. 
In  conquering  a  fortify'd  town. 

BARONESS. 
I  can't  help  thinking,  coufm,  but  yQu  have  a  to- 
lerable opinion  of  that 'pretty  little  perfon  of  yours  f 

MAZUR£. 
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M  AZURE. 
He  who  never  was  conquer'd,  can't  dread  a  de- 
feat. 

BARONESS. 
My  daughter  is,  I  promife  you,  no  country  cub  ; 
and  to  give  the  whole  at  once,  I  hear  her  lover  is 
a  very  fprightly,  fafhionable  young  fellow  ! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

V/hat  then  !  T  hope  you  don't  think  that  any  of 
thefe  fellows  of  faftiion,  as  you  call  them,  can  ex- 
cel me  in  wit,  air,  drefs,  or  addrefs ;  or,  in  fhort, 
in  any  of  thofe  requifites  that  recommend  to  the 
fair  i  Indeed,  had  Angelica  been  either  raw,  igno- 
rant, or  an  ideot,  fhe  might  have  been  blind  to  my 
beauties ;  but,  witty  and  wife  as  you  make  her, 
flie  muft  as  naturally  point  to  me,  as  the  needle  to 
the  north. 

BARONESS. 

Suppofing  this  true  ;  it  is  neverthelefs  certain, 
that  you  have  a  dangerous  rival.  It  is  believed, 
that  he  is  fomewhere  concealed  in  the  country  ;  and 
that  being  not  a  very  peaceable  perfon,  you  can't  be 
too  cautious.    You  mufe  I 

MAZURE. 

Le't  her  take  good  care  of  her  heart. 
Or  love  with  his  powerful  dart. 
Will  tumble  her  citadel  down. 
And  give  me  the  keys  of  the  town. 

BARONESS. 
Oh       truce  to  your  rhymes  and  reveries,  and 
attend  to  the  council  I  give  you. 

MAZURE. 
Excufe  me,  my  dear  madam  :  my  attention  is  all 
iix'd  upon  mifs ;  and  my  idea  of  her  genius  is  fo 
cxceiiively  high,  that  I  keep  all  my  force  to  attack 

her. 
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her.  Nor  can  I  feel,  hear,  fee,  or  underllani, 
till  I  have  produced  my  ftiow  glafs  of  perfedions 
to  her  light. 

B  A  R  O  N  FS  S. 
She  comes  in  the  critical  minute.  Five  words 
V^ill  ferve  to  convince  you,  that  her  merit  is  more 
than  a  match  for  her  fame.  Not  a  girl  in  France 
is  her  equal.  I  know,  coufm,  you  are  difcreet ; 
and  fo  I  fhall  leave  you  together. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

Fear  nothing,  madam  ;  our  intercourfe  will  be 
all  of  the  fpirit.  We  ftiall  wholly  get  rid  of  the 
fjefti.  But  I  am  puzzled  whether  I  lhall  attack  her 
in  profe  or  in  verfe. 

BARONESS. 

Oh,  profe  will  beft  anfwer  your  purpofe,  [Enter 
Angelica.]  Daughter,  this  is  the  gentleman  to- 
whoni  you  are  to  be  married  to-night.  I  fhall  leave 
you  a  moment  together ;  that  he  may  fee  ours  was 
not  a  flattering  pidure.  Do  credit  to  your  wit, 
child  ;  and  remember,  my  coufin  is  now  the  only 
,perfon  you  ought  lo  be  ambitious  to  pkafe. 

S    C     E  ^Sr     E  VI. 

[Mazure  bouos  profoundly ;  Angelica  courtejies 
ridiculouJly7\ 

"         M  AZURE. 
For  a  lady  from  Paris,  what  a  left-handed  cour- 
tcfy?!    [,AJide.']   I  think,  mifs,  we  had  better  fit 
^own  ;  as  we  (hall  both  be  fo  develifli  clever. 

ANGELIC  A.    [In  an  ideot  fom:.} 
Juft  as  you  pleafe,  forfooth, 

MAZURE. 

It  .is  her  xnodefty  makes  her  fo  aukward.  [Afide* 

U 
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Is  it  your  pkafure,  mifs,  that  our  converfation  be 
conducted  in  verfe  ? 

ANGELICA, 
No,  fir,  if  you  pleafe. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Well,  then ;  in  profe  let  it  be. 

ANGELICA. 
I  like  that  worfe  than  the  other. 

M  AZURE. 
That  is  particular  indeed  !  In  what  manner  muft 
we  talk  then  ? 

A  N  G  E  L  I  C  A. 
Talk  !"  why,  in  the  manner  people  talk  when 
they  talk. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Well ;  but  they  muft  talk  in  profe  or  verfe. 
ANGELICA. 

Serioufly  ! 

M  AZUR  E. 

Infallibly. 

ANGELICA. 
Good  law  !  I  never  heard  of  the  like! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Come,  come,  you  joke.    Let  us  be  ferious.  I 
(hall  produce  the  tote  of  all  my  talents  before  you. 
Let  your  wit  be  revealed  in  return  :  your  wit,  co- 
pious and  rich  as  Padolus. 

ANGELICA. 
Indeed  !   well,  I  protcft  you  furprife  me  !  But 
pray,  by  the  bye,  who  is  this  Padolus  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
For  a  genius,  that's  a  whimfical  queftion.  Don't 
you  know  Paftolus  ? 

ANGELICA, 
I  can't  fay  I  have  the  honour, 
Vol.1.  D  mazvrf. 
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M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
She  has  not  the  honour  !    By  my  troth  a  lucky 
reply.    Why,  don't  you  know  that  Padolus  is  a 
river  ? 

ANGELICA. 
It  is  a  river,  is  it  ? 

MAZURE. 
To  be  fure  it  is! 

ANGELICA. 
J  am  mighty  proud  to  hear  it. 

MAZURE. 
What  the  deuce  is  all  this !    If  this  be  wit,  it  k 
■devililh  coarfe.     But,  my  dear  mifs,  you  amaze 
;ne  :  why,  I  took  you  for  a  virtuofo. 

ANGELICA, 
fir  !    Oh,  fie,  Mr.  Mazure  !    No  fir ;  I  am 
a  girl  of  honour  j  and  that  you  fhall  know  to  your 
coft. 

MAZURE. 
So  you  may,  mifs  ;  and  yet  ilill  be  a  virtuofo, 

ANGELICA. 
And  I  fay  that  is  impoilible.    Me  a  virtuofo  f 

MAZURE. 
Well,  mifs,  fince  you  are  difpleas'd  at  the  term, 
I  fhall  only  fay,  that  I  took  you  for  a  lady  of  leara- 
ing. 

ANGELICA. 
Oh,  as  to  learning;  there  you  are  right.    To  be 
fure  I  am  learned  enough. 

MAZURE. 
Hum;  that  is  not  altogether  fo  clear  :  but,  to 
proceed  to  the  proof.    You  are,  I  don't  doubt, 
well  Ikill'd  in  geography  ? 

ANGELICA. 

Perfeftly. 

MAZURE. 
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M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

Hiaory  ? 

ANGELICA. 

Deep,  deep. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
The  ancient  poets  ? 

ANGELICA, 
I  have  them  at  my  fingers  ends. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

Philofophy  ? 

A  N  G  E  L  I  C  A. 
You  may  rely  upon  that. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

Chronology  ? 

ANGELICA. 
Ay,  that  is  my  mafter  piece. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Your  compofitions  in  verfe  are  divine  ? 

ANGELICA. 

Raviihing. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
And  in  profe  ;  your  epiftolary  fiile : 

ANGELICA. 
Enough  to  make  you  flare. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
To  begin  then  with  hiftory.    Which  hero  do  you 
prefer  j  Alexander,  or  Cefar  ?  Scipio,  or  Hanibal  ? 

ANGELICA. 
Chapean,  and  Hannah  Ball :  I  have  not  the 
honour  to  know  them.    They  han't  vifited  us  fines 
my  return. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
A  pretty  hillorian,  indeed  !    But,  perhaps,  you 
are  better  acquainted  with  the  French,  than  the 
Roman  hiftory.  How  many  kings  of  France,  fmcc 
the  eftablifhment  of  that  monarchy,  mifs  ? 

D  2  Ai^GB- 
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ANGELICA. 

How  many  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

Yes. 

ANGELICA. 
One  thoufand^  feven  hundred,  and  fixty-two. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
One  thoufand,  feven  hundred,  and  fixty-two  ! 
the  devil  there  have  ! 

ANGELICA. 
Ay,  to  be  fure. 

M  A  Z  U  R,  E. 
Who  told  you  this  ? 

ANGELICA. 

My  nurfe. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

What,  your  nurfe  inftruded  you  in  the  hiftory 
of  France ! 

ANGELICA. 
Ay,  and  a  great  deal  more :  Robin  Hood  and 
Little  John  ;  Death  and  the  Lady ;  and  the  Devil 
and  Doctor  Fauftas. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Oh  ;  you  are  deep  read  with  a  vengeance !  And, 
as  to  poetry  now,  what  have  you  read  there  ? 

ANGELICA. 
The  Children  in  the  wood  ;  the  True  Lovers 
Garland,  firft  and  fecond  part ;  Ally  Croker ; — 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

And  the  Black  Joke,  I  fuppofe  I  What  can  I 
think  of  this  girl !  Come,  mifs,  a  truce  to  your 
raillery.  Either  you  trifle,  or  your  parents  have 
grofsly  deceived  me. 

ANGELICA. 
I  trifle  with  Mr.  Mazure  !  indeed  I^too  greatly 
refpedt  him.  No  indeed  j  I  always  appears  juft  as 

I  be,  MAZURE. 
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M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
But  you  fay  you  know  hiflory,  ^ography,  chro- 
nology, philofophy  j  and  write  admirably,  both  ia 
profe  and  verfe. 

ANGELICA, 
I  only  faid  it  to  pleafe  you. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E, 
You  know  nothing  of  the  matter  then  ? 

ANGELICA. 
I  can  read  tolerably  ;  and  fhall  foon  go  IntO' 
join'd-hand. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Upon  my  word,  a  wonderful  progrefs :  but,  aa 
you  are  handfome  \  why,  we  will  overlook  your 
ignorance.  But,  what  you  want  in  knowledge^ 
I  fuppofe  you  fupply  in  parts.  You  have,  they  fay^ 
a  wonderful  deal  of  wit. 

ANGELICA. 
Oh  !  wit  at  will,  I  can  tell  you  t-hat. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
And  you  arn't  afliam'd  to  confefs  it  ? 

ANGELICA. 
Why  fhould  I  ?  Why,  to  be  witty  an't  wicked  > 

IS  It  ? 

M  A-Z  U  R  E. 
Or,  if  it  were,  you  have  nothing  to  fear. 

ANGELICA. 
What!  you  think  then,  mayhap,  I  am  a  fool. 

MAZURE. 
Why  truly  tending  a  little  that  way  ;  but,  after-  - 
all  I  have  heard,  it  is  impoffibie.     Come,  for 
heaven's  fake  unmafk. 

Bright  fun,  chafte  beauty  of  the  fkies, 
Whofe  form  I  fo  much  love  and  prize, 
Shine  out,  and  fhew  your  wit  to  me. 
And  I  refign  my  liberty*. 

D  3-,  There: 
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There,  mifs !  there's  an  example  !  Follow  it,  and 
give  roe  an  impromptu  in  your  manner. 

ANGELICA. 
Oh!  with  all  rny  heart  and  foul.    Now  I  fee 
what  you  want. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
I  knew  this  was  all  a  difguife.    Courage,  divine 
Angelica  !  Produce  your  poetry. 

ANGELICA,    [pretending  to  rum}Tiatc,'\ 

A  moment's  patience,  if  you  pleafe. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Freely  ! — Well,  have  you  caught  it  ? 

ANGELICA. 
I  have  it.  Liften. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
With  both  my  ears ! 

ANGELICA. 
Sir,  I  much  indebted  be, 
That  you  are  fo  kind  to  me. 
And  remain,  to  my  lateft  breath, 
Your  humble  fervant,  until  death. 
M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
What  an  execrable  fool !  Ah,  baronefs  of  Old- 
caflle,  you  have  play'd  me  a  flippery  trick  ! 

ANGELICA. 
Well  now,  are  not  you  fatisfy'd  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Ravifli'd,  Ipromifeyou. 

ANGELICA. 
I  am  proud  of  the  news. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Oh  I  to  be  fure.    I  have  then  the  good  fortune 
to  pleafe  you, 

ANGELICA. 

Yes,  fir. 

MAZURE. 
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M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Doubtlefs.    D*ye  love  me,  mifs  ? 

ANGELICA. 

Yes,  fir. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
And  would  be  happy  to  marry  me  ? 

ANGELICA. 

Yes,  fir. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Honeftly  owned.    But  I  am  told  of  a  rival. 
ANGELICA. 

Yes,  fir. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
That  you  are  deeply  in  love  with. 

ANGELIC  A» 

Yes,  fir. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E, 
Bravo  !    And  if  I  marry  you,  I  may  chance  to 
have  ho 

A  N  G  E  L  I  C  A» 

Yes,  fir. 

M  AZURE. 
What  a  damnable  driveller !  That  Ihe  is  an* 
ideot,  is  out  of  all  quefiion.  What  \  they  wanted 
to  trap  me ;  but  they  have  met  with  their  match — 
Mifs,  your  devoted  fervant.  If  you  are  in  want  of 
a  hufband,  I  would  adviie  you  to  feek  him  elfe^ 
where  ;  for  I  am  none  of  your  man. 

ANGELICA. 
Ay,  but  you  fliall  be  my  man. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Not  I,  by  my  troth,  mifs. 
V  ANGELICA. 
Oh,  but  you  muft. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E, 

Muftr 
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ANGELICA. 
Yes,  becaufe  why,  you  promis'd ;  and  therefore 
you  muft. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
This  is  the  perfedion  of  folly. 

ANGELICA,    [pretendifjg  to  cry  J] 

Was  ever  fuch  an  unhappy,  poor  girl  as  I !  to 
be  defpis'd  and  drove  to  defperation  !  but  you  fhall 
be  my  hulband,  or  Til  know  the  reafon  why. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

The  reafon  is  eafily  known.  A  pretty  innocent 
indeed ! 

ANGELICA. 
Oh!  fiet  lie  upon  you!     You  ought  to  be 
aftiam'd  of  your  life,  fo  you  ought.  Here  to  affront 
me  in  fuch  a  barefac'd — But  I'll  tell  my  papa:  I 
will.  - 

M  A  Z  U  R  E, 
So  do,  mifs :  you  are  father's  own  child :  there 
is  not  a  farthing  to  choofe. 

SCENE  VII. 
Unter  Baron  and  Baronefs  of  OLDCASTLE. 

BARON. 

Well,  fon-in-Iaw,  are  not  you  furprifed  at  her 
wit  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Oh!  exceedingly  \  juft  as  you  faid,  an  abfolute 
prodigy  ! 

BARON. 

What  is  this  1  Angelica  diffolving  in  tears  \ 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
And  I  am  diffolving  in  fweat. 

BARONESS. 
What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ? 

MAZURS. 
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M  A  Z  U  R  E, 
Meaning  I  that  you  have  fet  me  down  to  a  pretty 
defert. 

BARONESS. 
Defert !  What  defert !  My  daughter  is  fobbing: 
and  crying;  have  you  departed  from  a  proper  re- 
fptd  ? 

BARON. 
Have  you  ?  Blood,  if  you  have  T 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
I  came,  faw,  and  was  fatisfy'd  ;  that  is  enoughv 

R  A  R  O  N  E  S  S. 
And  of  what  are  you  fatisfy'd  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
That  you  took  me  for  a  fool.    But  Iwill  foon 
fatisfy  you  to  the  contrary^ 

BARONESS* 
What  is  all  this,  child  ?  Unfold  the  riddle  ! 

ANGELICA.  \Crying.'\ 
I  have  not  the  power  :  all  that  I  know  is,  he  has 
treated  me  in  a  moll  impertinent  manner ;  and  call'd 

me — call'd  me  my  tears  choak  my  utterance, 

I  mull  retire.  \E;ut^ 

SCENE  VIIL 

BARON. 

Treat  my  daughter  in  an  impertinent  manner  ! 
You  are  a  bold  man,  mailer  Mazure ! 

B  A  RONE  S  S. 
For  my  part,  I  dan't  comprehend  all  this  !  What 
fault  can  you  find  in  my  girl  ?  You  can'c  help  own- 
ing, that  ihe  is  as  wife  as  fue  is  witty. 

D  5  MAZURS, 
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M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

To  the  full. 

BARON.- 
Then  what  is  the  matter,  coufm  ? 

M  A  Z  UR 

Oh  fie!  coufin. 

BARONESS. 

How ! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
I  fay,  fie !  to  make  fuch  a  to-do  about  her  ele- 
gance, accomplifhments,  and  wit ! 

BARONESS^ 
And  with  reafon  J 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
And  I  afiirra,  under  favour,  that  (he  is  the  moft 
aukward,  ignorant,  and  under-bred  piece,  that  ever 
nature  produced. 

BARONESS. 
What !  Are  you  mad,  couCn,  to  talk  in  this 
aaanner  \ 

BARON. 

Zounds !  'tis  his  own  pidure  he  is  drawing  !  > 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Why,  will  you  pretend  to  tell  me  that  Angelica 
ias  wit  ! 

BARON, 

A  hundred  times  more  than  your  worlliip ;  and 
210  mighty  matter  to  boaft  \ 

B  A  R  O  N  E  S  S. 

Nobody  has  more. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Why,  one  of  us  muft  be  doating  ! 

,  .SCENE 
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SCENE  IX. 

I 

t 

Enter    Count   and   Countefs   of  LACKLANDr 
MAYOR  and  MAYORESS. 

COUNT. 

What  are  you  all  about,  good  folks  ?  What  t 
will  you  give  us  no  dinner  ? 

MANURE. 
Oh  !  my  dear  lord,  [^^i^gi^g-'^ 
My  ftomach  is  loft. 
To  my  very  great  coll. 
COUNT. 

Then  I  believe  it  is  found. 
For  I  am  as  hungry  as  a  hound. 

MAYO  R. 

Has  there  been  any  difpute  ?  You  all  look  as  Ciy^ 
and  as  dry  !' 

COUNT. 
Dry  !  Why  zounds  fo  am  I  ! 

MAYORESS. 
Veritably,  I  believe  here  have  been  broils. 

COUNT. 

We  will  have  no  broils,  but  for  bumpers ! 

COUNTESS. 
Let  us  know  the  debate,  and  we  may  adjuil  it. 

C  O  U  N  T. 

Let  it  be  fettled  at  table ;  fix  brimmers  will 
drown  the  difpute, 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Oh !  my  lord  I  a  ton  will  never  vacquifti  my; 
griefs  I 

MAYOR. 

What  are  they  ? 

BARON. 

ni  tel!  you  in  two  words  ;  He  is  mnd  ! 

COUNT, 
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COUNT. 

Then  let  him  drink  !  Wine  will  fetch  his  wifdonv 
again ! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
How  can  that  be?  Can  wine,  that  takes  the 
fenfes  away,  refiore  them  again  ? 

COUNT. 

Pfhaw !  you  talk  like  a  milkfop,  Mr.  Mayor  F 
Why,  I  am  never  fo  fenfible,  a?  when  I  am  foak- 
ing  ;  with  fix  bottles  under  my  belt  I  am  fit  to  go- 
vern the  world !  ' 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Oh  !  would  to  heaven  I  could  drink. 
Till  I  had  loft  all  power  to  think. 

So  deadly  is  my  grief ; 
Whether  the  lufcious  juice  of  grape. 
Or  gives  a  nap,  or  keeps  awake. 

Twill  bring  me  no  relief ! 

COUNTESS. 
But  what  has  happen'd  to  him  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

Oh  I  the  moft  extraordinary  affair  !  Nobody  will 
believe  what  1  have  feen  and  heard  ! 

MAYO  R. 
What  have  you  feen  and  heard  ? 

M  A  ZUR  E. 

Such  an  affair ! 

MAYOR. 

Explain  ;  and  I  will  determine  I 

MANURE. 
Thus,  then,  it  is :  Here  the  baron,  and  his  lady 
my  coufin,  will  have  it,  that  their  daughter  is  a 
prodigy  of  wit  and  >vifdom  ;  and  I  affirm  (he* is  a 
fool ! 

MAYOl? . 
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MAYOR. 

How  can  we  decide  without  witneffes  ?  We  muft 
have  council  in  this  caufe. 

COUNT. 

They  will  only  puzzle  it  the  more.  Fine  fellows, 
them  council !  Retailers  of  wip'd  cream  \  Some 
folks  pay  them  for  talking  ;  now  I  always  purchafe 
their  filence.  Proud,  vain  puppies  f 

BARONESS. 

I  pofitively  blufh,  to  have  boafied  the  wit  of 
my  couhn,  he  is  here  fo  amazingly  out ! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
And  I  blufh,  that  my  coufm,  whom  1  always 
thought  a  fhrewd,  fenfible  woman,  is  fo  blind,  as 
not  to  fee  that  her  daughter  has  not  one  of  the  qua- 
lities with  which  fne  would  grace  her  ;  for  the  devil 
take  me,  if  I  don't  think  this  incomparable  genius, 
one  of  the  damn'dfl  dunces  in  nature  \ 

BARON. 
'Sdeath  !  How  is  that  t 

BARONESS. 
Curb  your  choler,  my  love  \  this  will  be  eafily 
fettled.    This  good  company  are  competent  judgesr 
Let  them  decide  the  difpute. 

MAYOR. 

Agreed  ;  and  let  me  be  chief  juftice.  Call  An- 
gelica into  court,  and  let  us  enquire  into  the  fanity 
or  infanity,  debility  or  ability,  of  the  faid  Angelica, 
by  a  perfonal  infpedion  ;  provided,  that,  as  her  fa- 
ther and  mother  are  parties,  they  ftia'nt  affiil  at  the 
tryal  as  judges. 

COUNT. 

Nor  council ;  we  can  eafily  do  without  them. 

MAYOR. 

And  after  the  faid  party  has  been  examined,  the 

faiii 
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faid  coart  fhall  pafs  a  definitive  fentence.  Is  this>. 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  your  pleafure  ? 

COUNT. 

Yes ;  provided  neverthelefs,  that  v^e  dine  before 
we  decide. 

B  A  R  O  N. 

Well  mov'd  ! 

COUNT. 

Let  me  add  one  condition  more :  That  during 
the  faid  dinner,  no  mention  (hall  be  made,  either 
diredtly  or  indire^ily,  of  the  faid  caufe. 

BARON. 
UrgM  like  an  oracle  !  Dinner  waits. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Ladies  and  gentlemen,  half  a  word  before  we  go  I- 

ril  to  table,  and  dine, 
And  drink  plenty  of  wine. 

Till  Phoebus  fhall  go  to  his  bed  ; 
Then  brimful  of  drink. 
To  my  Venus  Til  flirink. 

And  lleep  'till  I  fettle  my  head^ 

End  of  the  Second  Act. 


ACT   IIL     SCENE  L 
ANGELICA,  LEANDER,  and  OLIVER* 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

NO !  there  never  was  any-thing  fo  entertain- 
ing, as  the  relation  of  your  interview  with 
Mazure.  Eut  how  could  you,  with  your  ex- 
cellent underftanding,  contrive  to  appear^fo  much 
like  a  fool  ?  OLIVER. 
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OLIVER. 
For  that  very  reafon,  take  my  word  for  It,  fir, 
to  play  the  fool  well,  requires  a  good  deal  of  wit. 

ANGELICA. 
I  own  it  was  a  difficult  tafk  :  I  am  naturally  fin- 
cere  ;  and  thought  it  impoiTible  to  wear  a  different 
face.    But  love  is  a  powerful  prompter  ! 

LE  ANDER. 
Charming  Angelica  I 

ANGELICA. 
Well  1  may  we  call  him  a  god  !  for  he  wins 
whatever  he  wills. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

But  here  is  a  new  proof  of  his  power  :  he  often 
opens  the  eyes  of  the  ignorant ;  but  to  transform  a 
wit  to  a.  fool  ! 

OLIVER. 

Come,  come,  don't  let  us  attribute  fo  much  to 
his  godOiip  ;  the  work  was  not  totally  his,  unlefs  I 
am  miftaken :  there  was  a  little  malice  at  bottom, 

ANGELICA. 
I  confefs  it ;  for  befides  the  exquliite  rapture  of 
ferving  him  that  I  lov'd,  I  have  had  the  pleafure  to 
.  laugh  at  him  that  I  hate  ;  and  to  play  him  a  trick, 
that  will  render  him  ridiculous  as  long  as  he  lives. 

OLIVER. 
You  fee,  fir,  I  am  right.  Marry,  I  know  the  fex  ? 

ANGELICA. 
1  have  not  done  with  him  yet  j  he  fhall  have 
another  dilli  of  my  cooking  ! 

OLIVER. 
How  is  it  to  be  drefs'd  ? 

ANGELICA, 
I  will  pretend,  before  him  and  the  whole  com- 
;pany,  that  the  dread  of  becoming  his  wife  has 

drove 
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drove  me  to  madnefs ;  and  will  commit  fo  manv 
extravagant  follies,  that  1  warrant  he  fliall  have  as 
little  inclination  for  me,  as  I  have  for  him. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
Nothing  can  be  better  conceived!'  I  am  fure  you 
will  do  your  charader  juftice. 

OLIVER. 
And  we,  on  our  fides,  have  prepared  for  him  a 
little  compliment,  that  I  promife  you  he  will  not 
find  much  to  his  tafte  :  And  as  your  poets  are  none 
©f  your  heroes,  we  will  put  him  into  fuch  a  fweat, 
that  he  will  gladly  renounce  you  at  once  I 

AN.GELICA, 
Leander  has  told  me  your  fcheme,  and  I  like  it; 
but  in  the  mean  time,  I  want  to  know,  what  has 
part  between  my  father,  mother,  and  Mazure. 

LEANDER. 
Could  you  difcover  nothing  at  table  ? 

ANGELICA. 
No :  apprehending  I  might  betray  myCelf,  I 
feignM  illnefs,  and  immediately  withdrew ;  but  I 
Tiave  my  little  filler  on  the  watch,  and  they  mud  be 
cunning  if  they  conceal  any-thing  from  her. 

LEANDER. 
She  is  an  artful  little  baggage  ! 

ANGELICA. 
Artful,  indeed  !  Do  you  know  that  fhe  difcover'd 
you  both,  and  guefs'd  at  all  your  defigns  ? 

LEANDER. 
Then  we  are  ruin'd  ! 

ANGELICA. 
Fear  nothing !  flie  loves  mifchief  as  well  as  her 
sneat ;  and  will  have  ten  times  more  pleafure  in 
afSHing  the  deceit,  than  in  revealing  the  deceivers ! 

OLIVER, 
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OLIVER. 

Oh !  the  little  flut  \  fhe  will  turn  out  a  notable 
woman  !  It  is  downright  murder,  to  let  fuch  a  ge- 
nius be  caft  away  in  the  country  !  Paris  is  her 
rphere  !  But  here  ftie  is ;  I  want  to  know  in  what 
manner  fhe  will  attack  us ! 

S     C     E     N     E  II. 

Enter  B  A  B  E  T. 

B  A  B  E  T.  '  ^ 

Good  morrow  to  you,  good  mailer  Peten 

OLIVER. 
The  like  to  you,  pretty  mifs, 

B  A  B  E  T. 

Matter  Nicholas !  I  hope  your  worfliip  is  well  ? 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 
Servant;  fervant,  mifs. 

B  A  B  E  T. 
What  are  you  three  about,  here  ? 

OLIVER, 

We  three  were  chattering  about  the  rain  and  the 
ftiine. 

B  A  B  E  T. 

The  rain  and  the  fhine  !  no,  no :  you  have 
better  fubjedls  to  chat  about,  than  thofe.  Why, 
my  fifier  is  grown  wonderfully  fond  of  gardeners, 
of  late !  I  fancy  fhe  wants  to  pick  up  the  trade  ! 

OLIVER. 

.  True,  mifs ;  and  we  will  teach  you,  when  you 
are  tall  enough. 

B  A  B  E  T. 

When  I  am  tall  enough  !  hum !  fliort  as  I  am, 
I'm  as  apt  a  fcholar  as  my  fitter  5  but  I  have  never 
a  matter. 

LEANDER. 
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LE  ANDER. 

I  beg  pardon,  mifs.  I  will  teach  you  and  your 
fiAer  together. 

B  A  B  E  T. 

Your  pardon  for  that  ^  I'll  have  a  mailer  all  to 
my  Tel  f. 

OLIVER. 

Well ;  then  let  me  be  the  man  :  befides,  I  am  in- 
want  of  a  fcholar. 

B  A  B  E  T. 

No,  thank  you,  my  worfliipful  fir  :  I  think  lam 
as  well  fprung  as  my  fifter  ;  and  as  Ihe  has  for 
tutor,  a  colonel,  I  have  a  right  to  a  captain,  at 
lead. 

ANGELICA. 
Hulh  !  fpeak  low,  or  we  fhall  be  heard  I 

B  A  B  E  T. 

Fear  nothing  I  we  are  fafe  :  not  a  foul  has  flirr'd 
from  the  table.  My  lord  Lackland  has  drencVd 
himfelf  drunk,  and  makes  fuch  a  terrible  noife, 
that  they  could  not  hear,  tho'  it  thunder'd  over 
their  heads  ;  fo  we  may  talk  freely  about  our  affairs, 

ANGELICA. 
Well,  my  dear,  and  what  news  can  you  tell  us  I 
what  fubjeds  have  they  handled  within  ? 

B  A  B  E  T. 

Only  you  :  Lord  !  what  a  rout :  my  father  fcolds 
my  mother ;  my  mother,  Mr.  Mazure,  Mr.  Ma- 
zure  replies  to  her  in  verfe  ;  Lady  Lackland  claps 
her  hands  with  applaufe  ;  the  Mayor  talks  Latin, 
tis  wife  bom  baft,  and  my  lord  fwears  like  a  trooper  1 

ANGELICA. 

And  fo  I  am  declared  an  ideot,  on  the  evidence 
of  Mr.  Mazure  1 

BABE  T. 

The  Mayor  fays,  the  grand  inqueft  have  found 

the. 
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the  bill ;  and  that  you  (hall  be  try'd  when  the  petty 
jurv  are  fworn. 

OLIVER. 
Ridiculous  enough  I  And  who  are  the  jury  ? 

B  A  B  ET. 

My  Lord,  my  Lady,  the  Mayor,  and  his  wife, 

ANGELIC  A. 

So  much  the  better  :  This  has  given  me  a  hint 
to  widen  the  breach  between  my  parents  and 
Mazure.  Inftead  of  appearing  a  fool,  I  wilj  take 
fo  exalted  a  tone,  that  they  fhall  think  me  a  none- 
fuch.  You  know  how  eafy  it  is  to  impofe  on  youf 
country  gentry,  by  hard  words  and  high  flights : 
they  will  infill  that  Pv'Iazure  is  miftaken  ;  whilfl 
Babet,  wliom  I  will  inftrud  for  the  purpofe,  fliaH 
confirm  him  in  his  iirll  opinion  :  this  altogether, 
will  brew  up  fuch  a  quarrel,  that  a  rupture  muft 
unavoidably  follow. 

L  E  A  N  D  E  R. 

Things  bear  a  good  face  ! 

BABET. 

I  warrant  you  :  At  every  word  that  comes  from 
Mr.  Mazure,  my  mother  looks  as  if  fhe  could  kill 
him.    My  father,  who  is  half-feas-over,  and  not 

over  kind  in  his  cups,  told  him  jufl  now  But  I 

hear  a  noife  [  they  are  rifing  from  table  ;  and  here 
comes  our  gentleman.  Withdraw,  and  leave  him. 
to  me, 

ANGELICA. 
Remember  what  I  have  told  you. 

BABET. 

Fear  nothing !  I  warrant  I  prove  as  good  an 
adlrefs  as  you». 

\Exeunt  Angelica,  Leander,  and  Oliver. 

BABET. 

Yes,  yes,  yes,  Pil  manage  tlie  matter !  When 

only 
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only  a  lye  is  to  be  told,  you  may  leave  the  bufinefr 
to  me. 

S     C     E     N     E  111. 

Enter  M  AZURE. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Here  is  Babet  in  the  nick  ;  Til  talk  to  her.  Ser- 
vant, little  woman.    What  are  you  doing  alone  ? 

A  B  E  T. 

Nothing  at  all.  Methinks  I  want  fomething  to 
do. 

M  A  Z  u  R  E. 
Poor  child  !  Suppofe,  then,  by  way  of  employ- 
ment, we  were  to  prattle  a  little  together. 

BABET. 

'  With  all  my  heart.  Come  then,  what  have  you; 
to  fay  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

To  fay  !  Why,  that  you  are  very  pretty,  my 
dear, 

BABET. 

Do  you  think-fo  ? 

MANURE. 

Undoubtedly  !  Come,  mifs,  fhall  I  make  love  ta 
you  ? 

BABET, 

Oh  law  !'  they  fay  I  am  too  little  j  but  I  fhall  be 
big  enough,  by  and  by. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
May  I  perifh,  if  I  don't  prefer  you  to  your  filler  f 

BABET. 
Ay  !  there  I  believe  you  are  right ! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
And  ril  hold  a  hundred  to  one,  that  you  have 
ten  times  more  wit ! 

BABET. 
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B  A  B  E  T. 

And  you  will  be  in  no  danger  of  lofing  your  bett ; 
for  tho'  I  am  but  a  girl ;  yet,  between  you  and  I, 
my  filler  is  exceedingly  foft. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
God  a  mercy  on  the  old  proverb  :  children  and 
fools  fpeak  truth.    But  tell  me,  my  fweetefl,  are 
your  parents  perfuaded  of  this  ? 

B  A  B  E  T. 

Oh !  oh  [  what  you  want  to  be  pumping !  it 
won't  do  :  you  will  be  never  the  wifer  for  me ! 

MAZURE. 
Not  I,  upon  honour  ]  But  tell  me  all  that  you 
know,  and  I  promife  to  throw  off  your  filler,  and 
in  two  years  to  be  married  to  you. 

B  A  B  E  T, 

Ay  !  Oh,  then,  I  will  let  you  into  the  fecret : 
but  you  muft  promife  not  to  betray  me  ! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

By  all  that's  

B  A  B  E  T. 

Don't  fwear,  I  bcfeech  you  ! 

MAZURE. 

Why  then,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  your  name 
ihall  never  tranfpire  ! 

B  A  B  E  T. 
Enough.    But  fee  that  nobody  liftens ! 

MAZURE. 
I'll  go  and  fearch  every  corner.    Not  a  foul ! 
We  are  fafe.    Come,  now  my  little  chicken  open 
your  budget! 

B  A  B  E  T. 

I  believe  I  had  better  not.  But  however :  Well 
then,  there  is  nothing  more  true,  than  that  my 
iiller  is  a  fool. 

MAZUR£. 


70    rhe  YOUNG    HYPOCRITE;  Or, 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Ah  !  I  knew  it  at  once  \  let  me  alone  for  a  nofc. 

BABET. 

Why,  at  twelve  years  old,  fhe  could  neither  talk 
nor  walk ! 

M  A  Z  UR  E. 
Ay  ?  Why  I  never  knew  that ! 

BABET. 

So  then,  papa  and  mamma  fent  her  to  Paris,  to 
fee  if  my  aunt  could  afTift  h^r, 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Very  well.    They  kept  this  a  fecret  from  me. 

BABET. 

My  aunt  liad  all  the  difficulty  in  the  world  to 
bring  her  to  fpeak  \  and  when  Jfhe  did,  /he  had 
better  been  dumb. 

MAZURE. 
She  turn'd  out  fuch  a  fool,  I  fuppofe. 

BABET. 

You  have  hit  it !  Now  you  muft  know,  that  at 
my  aunt's,  we  had  every  day,  almofl,  all  the  wits 
of  the  town. 

MAZURE. 

Well. 

BABET. 

Well  ;  and  fo  fhe  begg'd  that  they  would  give 
my  filler  fome  wit  \  but  they  could  never  bring  it 
about. 

MAZURE. 
No,  no,  the  difeafe  was  too  deep  ! 

BABET. 

Undoubtedly!  For  upon  our  return,  fhe  was 
found  rather  a  greater  fool  than  before. 

MAZURE. 
To  me  they  affirmed  her  a  Phoenix, 
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B  A  B  E  T. 

Yes ;  but  that  was,  becaufe  they  hop'd,  througU 
=your  means,  to  get  rid  of  her. 

M  A  Z  U  R 

Ay,  ay,  I  fmoak'd  their  defign  !  What  a  pene- 
trating head  1  have  got  ! 

B  A  B  E  T. 

As  I  am  but  a  girl,  before  me  they  are  olF  o'their 
guard.  Lud  !  how  forry  they  are,  that  you  and 
my  fifter  .  have  met :  they  hopM  you  would  have 
taken  her  on  truft  ;  or  that  her  beauty  would  have 
made  you  blind  to  her  weaknefs  ! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Indeed  I  am  not  fuch  a  ninny,  as  that ;  no, 
no.    To  whom  would  they  put  off  their  trafh  ? 
That  won't  do  with  Mr.  Mazure  1 

B  A  B  E  T. 

Well  !  now  you  know  all  their  defign  !  but  if 
you  betray  me,  you'll  get  nothing  from  me  here- 
after. 

MAZURE. 
Fear  nothing,  my  angelical  Mifs !  Not  the  rack 
ihall  open  my  mouth  ! 

B  A  B  E  T. 

For  if  you  fhould,  I  fhall  be  finely  trimm'd. 
MAZURE. 

I  don't  harbour  the  leaft  doubt :  Til  pretend  to 
be  ignorant  of  all ;  but  Til  make  a  good  ufe  of 
your  hints. 

B  A  B  E  T. 

There  you  will  be  right.  Believe  me,  I  fpeak 
as  a  friend.  Don't  think  any  more  of  my  filler  ; 
{he  won't  do  for  you  at  all.  I  may  fay,  without 
vanity,  that  I  am  the  more  fuitable  match. 

MAZURE. 
True,  my  foul,  you  have  all  the  wit  that  your 

filler 
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fifler  wants ;  and  if  you  were  but  of  a  fuitable  agCj 
this  inllant  I  would  give  you  my  hand. 

B  A  B  E  T. 

Well,  I  will"  get  ripe  as  foon  as  I  can :  adieu. 
We  muft  feparate.  They  will  fufped,  if  they  fee 
us  together. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
But  one  kifs  before  we  part, 

BABET. 

No,  no  ;  I  will  give  nothing  in  hand  :  we  will 
<3efer  that  till  our  marriage.  \Exit  Babet. 

SCENE  IV. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

So  :  heaven  be  prais'd  I  have  got  at  their  plot ; 
and  by  a  way  that  no  mortal  would  guefs.  No 
doubt  but  my  good  coufm  thought,  that  I  was  a-s 
calily  caught  as  a  woodcock.  And  that  old  block- 
head of  a  baron  ;  he  muft  make  one  of  the  party. 
But  I'll  turn  the  tables  upon  them.  Their  fool  they 
may  keep  to  themfelves  :  TU  none  of  her  j  that 
I'm  determined.  And,  for  their  punifhment,  and 
my  own  juftification,  the  whole  company  fhall  fee 
what  a  fenfible  daughter  they  have  got :  and  that 
too  will  prove  a  fpecious  pretence  for  breaking  my 
engagements  at  once. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Countefs  of  LACKLAND. 

COUNTESS. 

Wits  feek  folitude,  and  I  feek  them.  How,  bu- 
ried in  thought !  What  is  the  fubjed  of  your  con- 
templation ;  your  miftrefs,  or  your^  mufe  ?  You 
don't  reply. 

MAZURE* 
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M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Had  the  nymph  1  adore 
Your  beauties  in  flore, 
I  ftiould  mufe  evermore. 
COUNTESS. 
Well;  how  elegant  and  polifhed  is  that!  I 
mull  get  the  words,  and  fet  them  to  mufic. 
"  Had  the  nymph  I  adore 
Your  beauties  in  ilore, 
1  fhould  mufe  evermore." 
,  This  is,  beyond  contradi^^lion,  your  chef  d'  oeuvre. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Faith  and  troth,  in  proclaiming  your  praife, 
ril  write  better  verfes  than  thefe. 

COUNTESS. 
Again  \  that  "  faith  and  troth''  is  inimitable  !  That 
norw,  is  a  natural  turn  that  flrikes  and  furprifes  ? 
Something  fo  gentleman-like  :  well,  ycu  are  an 
amazing  man  ! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

There  we  entirely  agree. 

COUNTESS. 

No  ;  1  will  never  give  up  what  I  afferted  this 
•morning  :  'Tis  men  of  quality  only  who  can  write. 
To  me  your  other  poets  appear  fo  pedantic.  It  is 
tree,^  your  Corneilles,  your  Racines,  and  Boileaus, 
have  here  and  there  a  pretty  pallage  ;  but  they  are 
fo  labour'd  and  dry  :  and  then  they  have  no  wit. 
They  fay  no  good  things.  I  dare  believe  now, 
at  an  extempore,  they  would  be  nothing  to  you, 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Oh,  mere  triflers !    That  is  a  talent  rarely  be- 
llowed :  Not  given  twice  in  an  age. 

COUNTESS. 
You,  fiT,  are  the  phcenix  of  ours.    Well,  yoa 
fhall  pofitively  teach  me  to  make  extempore  verfe. 
Vol.  I,  E  mazure. 
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M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
With  pleafure.     I  am  fure  you  will  fucceed. 
You  need  only  be  lively  and  bold. 

.  COUNTESS. 
There  I  am  fufficiently  flock'd.    I  fhan't  be  at 
a  lofs  for  the  theory.    All  that  I  want  is  the  prac- 
tice. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
With  that  ril  fupply  you.    Two  or  three  lef- 
fons  will  make  you  as  able  as  me. 

COUNTESS. 
You  will  have  an  apt  fcholar,  at  lead:.  Come, 
make  trial  of  my  genius :  what  fubje^  fliall  we 
chufe  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Let  us  make  a  little  amorous  eclogue,  beteen  a 
fhepherd  and  fliepherdefs.    You  ihall  be  Chloris, 
and  I  Thyrfis. 

COUNTESS. 
A  happy  hint !    I  prefume.  my  tone  mull  be 
tender. 

M  A  Z  u  R  E. 
Enough  to  foften  rocks:  but,  for  all  that,  your 
wit  muft  prevail.    Each  couplet  an  epigram. 

COUNTESS. 
True !  that  is  the  modern  tafte.    We  will  fup- 
pofe  then,  that  we  are  mutually  in  love. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Let  us,  divine  countefs,  fuppofe  it ! 

COUNTESS. 
And  that  we  exprefs  our  paffions  whilR  we  are 
keeping  our  fheep.  We  are  carelefly  laid  along 
on  the  grafs,  by  the  fide  of  a  purling  dream,  Ihel- 
tered  by  a  fpreading  oak.  Our  paffion  is  fo  vio- 
lent, that  it  choaks  our  utterance  ;  but  our  looks 
exprefs  our  defires.    At  length,  diflblving  in  the 
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delicious  tranfport,  you  break  filence,  to  perfuade 
me  of  the  force  of  your  flame. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Bravo  !    bravo  !    my  incomparable  countefs  ! 
nothing  can  be  more  poetically  plann'd. 

COUNTESS. 
Allons — Begin,  fliepherd. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E, 

Here  goes  ; 

Lament  me,  Chloris,  wretched  as  I  am  ;  • 
The  rav'nous  wolf  has  ftole  my  lovely 
lamb. 

COUNTESS. 

Ah,  Shepherd  !  

But  here  comes  my  hulband  ! 

/  M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

The  unfeafonable  clown  ! 

COUNTESS. 
Mai  apropos,  I  confefs :  if  he  had  lefc  us  buj 
time  to  conclude  ! 


SCENE  VII. 

Enter   COUNT,  Drunk, 

COUNT. 

How  is  this  ?  Mazure  and  my  madam  together! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
I  was  giving  mv  lady  a  lefTon. 

COUNT, 

Zounds  !  I  find  her  too  learned  already. 
COUNTESS. 

Let  him  alone.  When  he  is  drunk,  no  t^'ger 
more  jealous, 

E  Z  COUNT, 
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COUNT. 
Hark'e,  my  good  lady;  I  muft  tell  you  one 
thing,  that  I  believe  you  forget ;  which  is,  that 
you  are  xny  wife.. 

COUNTESS, 
Oh  !  you  take  care  I  (hould  never  forget  it ! 

COUNT. 
I  have  like  wife  another  thing  to  tell  you  ;  which 
is,  d'ye  fee  ;  th,at  I,  Ego  ;  1  who  now  fpeak,  have 
the  misfortune  to  hate  verfes,  and  all  who  compofe 
them. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Oh,  my  lord,  you  may  enjoy  your  judgment  in 
quiet. 

C  O  U  N  T^ 
For  your  poets,  d'ye  fee,  are  now  and  then  apt 
to  be  a  little  faucy :   and  tlien  I  am  apt  to  be  an- 
gry ;  and  mayhap  I  may  deal  them  a  cuiF. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
There  is  a  wonderful  difference  in  bards :  now, 
that  cuffing  I  could  never  approve. 

COUNTESS.      [Going  between  tbem.l 

Good  heav'ns  1  they  are  going  to  quarrel. 
M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

Don't  be  afraid,  ma*am ;  I  am  prudent,  and 
allow  for  the  liquor, 

COUNT. 
Hark'e,  you  Mazure ;  you  think  yourfelf  the 
fineft  fellow  in  France  ;  and  I  tell  you,  that  you 
are  at  bed  but  a  fool :  In  vinp  Veritas. 

MAZURE. 
J  curb  my  chcler  in  compafiion  to  you,  ma'am, 

COUNTESS. 
Extremely  obliging!    Continue  to-  curb  it,  I 
ftiaa't  be  ungrateful. 

COUNT. 
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COUNT. 

Ay,  Ay,  curb  it  my  boy  :  You  poets  are  eafily 
curb'd. 

COUNTESS. 
For  heaven-^s  fake,  my  dear  lord,  confider  Mr. 
Mazure  is  a  man  of  condition  [ 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Yes,  fir,  of  condition  :  and  tho'  you  may  be  a 
lord ;  yet  know,  I  can  be  a  baron  whenever  I 
pleafe. 

COUNT. 
Yes ;  baron  of  broomftick  I 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Death  and  hell ! — How  lucky  that  I  am  fo  pru- 
dent ! 

COUNTESS. 
For  heav'ns  fake  confider  Mr.  Mazure  is  one  of 
your  friends. 

COUNT. 

One  of  yours,  I  fancy,  you  mean.  What  the 
devil!  her« !  vvhilft  I  am  pufhing  the  bottle  about, 
and  getting  fairly  and  honeftly  drunk  ;  to  fneak: 
away,  and  coquet  with  that  milkfop  ! 

COUNTESS. 
Upon  my  honour,  as  harmlefs  as  doves.  We 
were  only  compofing  extempores^ 

COUNT. 

Extempores !  Hark^e,  lady  Lackland  ;  I  won't 
have  you  make  extempores  with  any  other  than 
me. 

COUNTESS. 
I  deGre  no  better.    But,  alas  !  you  are  not 
poet,  like  Mr.  Mazure  ! 

COUNT. 
Then  let  him  make  his  extempores  with  his- 
Hiillrefs  Angelica. 

E   3  MAXJJRK, 
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MAZURE. 

But  how  !   You  know  Ihe  is  a  fool. 

C  O  U  N  T. 
And  fo  much  the  better  for  you.    Why,  what 
a  blockhead  mull  you  be,  to  defire  wit  in  a  wife  ! 
Would  toheav'n  my  wife  was  a  driv'lerl  and  then 
ihe  would  not  be  fo  fond  of  extempores. 

S   C  .  E     N     E  VIII. 

Enter  MAYORESS.' 

M  A  YOR  E  S  S. 
When  do  we  hold  our  court,  to  determine  the 
fate  of  Angelica  ? 

COUNT. 

When  you  pleafe,  Mrs.  Mayorefs ;  for  I  have 
been  at  the  bottle  \  and  am  in  an  admirable  cue 
lor  a  caufe. 

MAYORESS. 
Mercy  on  us !  how  drunk  he  is  got  f 

COUNTESS. 
Yes ;  that  is  rather  too  clear. 

COUNT. 
Hark'e,  Mrs.  Mayorefs,  we  won't  difFcr  ;  for, 
as  long  as  you  are  of  my  opinion,  why.  Til  be  of 
yours. 

MAYORESS. 
I  flian't  confent  to  tye  myfelf  down  ;  but  referve 
my  opinion  to  be  given  according  to  evidence. 

COUNT. 

Hark'e,  my  lovely  princefs,  where  is  your  afs 
of  a  huiband  ? 

MAYORESS. 
My  hufband  an  afs,  my  lord  1    Give  me  leave 
to  teli  you,  that  my  dear  fpoufe  has  no  claim  to 

the 
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the  title  :  and,  for  his  law  and  his  learning,  let 
the  whole  corporation  declare. 

COUNT. 
A  pretty  fpeech  that,  Mrs.  Mayorefs :  but,  not- 
wiihltanding  all  that,  I  take  upon  me  to  fay,  that 
your  dear  fpoufe  is  a  damnM  dirty  magiiirate. 

M  A  Y  O  R  E  S  S. 
Whatever  he  is,  my  lord,  you  might  be  more  . 
refpedlful  to  me  :  and  really,  in  my  private  opini- 
on, I  can't  help  thinking  iMr.  Mayor  as  good  a 
man  as  yourfelf- 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

Eravo  ! 

COUNT. 

Soft  and  fair,  my  princefs ;  and  let  me  open 
yoar  eyes.  I'll  foon  fhov/  you  the  difference  be- 
tween a  lord  and  a  ioufy  mayor  :  And  to  convince 
you,  my  queen,  gracioufiy  condefcend  co  take  one 
turn  with  me  in  the  grove. 

MAYORESS. 

Alone  with  you  in  the  grove  !  Permit  me  to 
tell  you,  my  lord,  that  is  a  favour  1  confer  on  nane 
but  my  hufhand. 

COUNT. 

My  fweet  fpoufe  is  not  altogether  fo  fcrupulous  ; 
for  I  found  her  face  to  face  with  PJr.  Mazure. 

COUNTESS. 
And  what  harm  in  that  ?    Mr.  Mazure,  yoi> 
know,  is  na-body. 

COUNT. 

Damn  me,  if  I  have  any  notion  of  your  no- 
'bodies. 

COUNTESS. 
Then  you  are  wrong.    His  thoughts  are  fo  ra- 
rified,  fo  fpiritualiz'd,  fo  totally  detached  from 
matter,  that  he  never  regards  but  the  mind. 

E  4  COUNT* 
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COUNT. 

That  my  fweet  wife  here  is  a  mighty  admiror 
of  the  mind,  I  confefs :  But,  notwithftanding  all 
that,  curfe  me  if  I  think  (he  has  any  averfion  to — 

COUNTESS. 

Thefe  infults,  my  lord,  fhan't  be  forgotten. 
When  you  are  fober,  you  fliall  render  me  juftice. 

COUNT. 

Ay,  ay,  whatever  you  pleafe  when  I  am  fobep. 
But,  in  the  me^n  time,  let  me  do  juHice  t©  madam 
the  Mayorefs. 

MAYORESS. 

To  me ! 

COUNT. 
To  you,  yourfelf. 

MAYORESS. 
In  what  refpe^t  ?    I  don't  underftand  you. 

COUNT. 
Yoa  fliall  revenge  me  on  my  adlive  wife  5  and 
I'll  revenge  you  on  your  palTive  hufband, 

MAYORESS. 
How  I  am  fhocked  at  your  filthy  difcourfe  !'  I 
tremble!  I  fhudder !  and,  if  you  perfift,  ihalimoft 
certainly  faint. 

COUNT. 
Ufe  your  pleafure,  my  queen.    This  couch  is 
commodious.    CoraS,  one  hug  to  haflen  the  fit. 

COUNTESS. 
What,  before  my  face  ! 

MAYORESS. 
Unhear'd  of  infolence!  If  it  was  not  in  her  la- 
dyfhip's  prefence— — 

S  C  E  N  E 
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SCENE  IX. 

Enter  MAYOR. 
MAYO  R. 

What  do  I  fee  ? 

M  A  Y  ORE  S  S. 
Oh  my  love  !   you  are  come  in  the  crixicaj 
xnimite, 

C  O  U  N  T. 

MoH  uncritical,  in  my  private  opinion.  WeU;, 
and  what  the  devil  do  you  want  ?  What  bufinefa^ 
have  you  here  ? 

MAYOR. 
Bufinefs  !  What !  killing  my  wife  ? 

COUNT. 
Why  then  kifs  mine  in  return* 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
That  is  one  way  to  make  up  the  matter. 

M  A*  Y  O  R. 
Hark'e,  my  lord:  May  I  peri{h  if  I  underflancl 
all  this  joking  :  And  I  will  convince  you  that  men^ 
of  my  rank  are  not  to  be  trifled  with; 

COUNT. 

Lord  how  you  fwear,  Mr,  Mayor  !  fie  upon  you  ; 
what,  a  raagillrate  and  jealous !  oh,  that  don't 
become  you  at  alL 

MAYOR. 
'Zounds,  it  becomes  me,  my  lord,  as  well  as  \i 
becomes  you. 

COUNT. 

That  is  not  altogether  fo  clear:  we  military  men 
by  profefTion,  are  palfionate  ;  but  a  grave  magillrace 
fhould  never  ruffle  his  temper  ;  nothing  coght  to 
dlTcompofe  the  gravity  of  his  coantenance. 

E  5  MAYOi^, 
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MAYOR. 

Who  can  keep  his  countenance  on  fuch  an  infult 
as  this  f  I  demand  fatisfadion. 

.  COUNT. 
You  fhall  have  it, — follow  me  ;  but  you  have 
never  a  fword  ;  you  may  take  that  from  A'lazure, 
'tis  a  ufelefs  bauble  to  him. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E.    \jo  Lady  Lackland.] 

To  you,  madam,  1  facrifice  my  refentment. 

COUNTESS. 
I  Ihan^t  be  ungrateful. 

MAYOR. 

No, — no  fwords,  my  lord,  the  pen  is  my  wea- 
pon ;  writs  and  declarations,  adions  of  battery  : 
writs,  writs,  you  fhall  have  plenty  of  writs. 

COUNT. 
And  if  you  don't  ceafe  your  bawling,  you  fhall 
have  plenty  of  kicks,  Mr.  Mayor. 

SCENE  X. 
.£«/t'r  Baron  and  Baronefs  of  OLD  CASTLE. 

What  is  all  this  buftle  about  ?  What  the  devil, 
are  you  quarrelling  here  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
It  is  lord  Lackland  has  bred  the  difturbance  ;  he 
begun  with  infulting  of  me,  and  now  he  is  got  to 
the  mayor ;  if  you  don't  interpofe,  it  will  come  to 
a  battle. 

BARON.  \drunk.'\ 

Hola  !  keep  the  peace  and  be  damn'd  :  What,  I 
fuppoie  the  mayor  is  drunk. 

MAYOR. 

Me !  J  have  tailed  nothing  but  water. 

B  A  R  0  . 
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BARON. 
Come,  come,  the  liquor  is  at  the  bottom  of  this  r 
Look  you  here,  gentlemen,  I  am  heartily  glad  to- 
fee  you  all ;  but  don*^c  get  drunk  :  peace  and  fo- 
briety  for  ever ;  hey,  Mr.  Mayor. 

MAYO  R. 

Well  mov'd. 

COUNTESS. 
1  perceive  the  Baron  is  as  far  gone  as  my  LorcF* 

BARON. 

Come,  let  us  know  the  grounds  of  this  difpute, 
and  I  will  fettle  it  in  a  quarter  of  a  minute. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
My  lord  had  a  mind  to  take  feme  liberties  with 
the  lady,  which  her  hufband  did  not  approve. 

BARON. 
Why  then  he  is  an  unmannerly  fellow  :  my  lord 
did  him  honour,  I  fay. 

BARONESS. 
In  my  judgment,  inftead  of  being  angry— 

BARON. 
Peace,  Baronefs ;  when  I  fpeak,  to  be  dumb  ia 
your  duty  ;  I  am  king  of  my  family,  and  interrupt 
me  who  dare. 

COUNTESS. 
The  Baron  is  abfolute  in  his  cups. 

BARONESS. 
Oh,  tyrannical !  there's  no  ruling  him, 

BARON. 

Why  then,  I  fay  ;  that  is,  in  my  opinion  I  don't 
fay,  no  pardon  me  ;  I  don't  pretend  abfolutely  to 
fay  '.  pray  what  are  wc  talking  about  ? 

BARONESS. 
The  quarrel  between  my  lord  and  the  mayor. 


84   The  YOUNG  HYPOCRITE;  Qr^ 

BARON. 
True,  true,  that  is  happily  thought  on,  damme;, 
that  is  a  noble  remark  ;  well  then,  my  lord  here  is^ 
a  peer,  and  being  a  peer,  why  by  privilege  he  may 
then  cuckold  the  mayor. 

MAYO  R. 

Cuckold  me  ! 

BARON. 
Yes,  Mr.  Mayor,  he  may,  and  before  your  face^, 
if  he  likes  it.  . 

COUNT. 

Kifs  me,  my  dear  Baron,  for  juftice,  thou  laft  of 
the  Romans  I 

BARON. 

Why  as  to  juftice,  to  deal  freely,  I  am  a  lover 
of  juftice  ;  but  to  talk  ferioufly  

COUNT.  ' 
With  all  my  foul,  I  am  juft  in  the  trim. 

BARON. 

Don't  you  believe  now  that  my  girl  has  more- 
wit  than  that  monkey  Mazure. 

COUNT. 
Doubtlefs  •  he  \  why  that  puppy  has  none. 

MAZURE. 
You  fee  how  they  treat  me,  d«ar  coufin^ 

BARONESS. 
When  the  wine  is  in,  the  wit  is  out. 

COUNT. 
LiRen  attentively  then  :  My  advice  is— — 

BARON. 
Right,  right,  perfedly  right,  there  is  no  refining 
your  reafons ;  for  experience  tells  us,  that  there  is 
nothing  fo  natural  in  nature,  as  for  a  lord  to  lie 
with  a  mayorefs. 

MAYORESS. 
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MAYORESS. 
My  caufe  is  in  very  good  hands, 

BARON. 

And  as  you  rightly  remarked,  as  this  here 
Mazure  is  but  a  poet,  why  we  muft  6iake  him 
fubmit. 

COUNT. 

Or  throw  him  Out  of  the  window,  that  is  my 
judgment, 

BARON. 
Thank  you ;  Til  do  it,  upon  the  ftrength  on't 
let  as  fwallow  a  bumper. 

^Exeunt  Count  and  Baron, 
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MAZURE. 
They  are  gone  to  finifh  their  flaggon,  fo  there  is 
no  fecurity  for  me. 

BARONESS. 
Don't  fear,  you  ars  fecure  of  the  ladies  pro- 
tedion  ;  and  befides,  in  lefs  than  an  hour  they  will 
have  better  ftomachs  to  fleep  than  to  fight  ;  but  let 
us  take  advantage  of  this  little  calm,  and  decide 
the  difpute  on  my  daughter. 

MAZURE. 
What  upon  that  fubjed  again,  is  it  poffible  that 
you  can  contend  for  her  wit  ?  come,  own  that  at 
beft  Ihe  is  a  fool. 

BARONESS. 

Fie,  fie,  you  ought  to  blufh  to  give  fuch  manifeft 
proefs  of  the  badnefs  of  your  head  or  your  heart. 

'  MAZURE. 
Soft  and  fair,  coufin,  if  I  were  incIin^d  to  tell  all 
that  I  know,  my  juftification  would  be  eafy  enough  ; 
but  I  will  fpare  you  that  mortification,  and  we  will 

leave 
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leave  to  our  mutual  friends  the  decifion  of  this 
weighty  debate. 

BARON. 

Here  my  girl  comes ;  retire  couiin,  and  let  our 
judges  examine  and  determine  our  caufe. 

[Exii  Mazure  arJ  Baronefs, 

SCENE  XH. 

E^2ter  ANGELICA. 
\Making  a  profound  courtejy  to  the  companj.J 

MAYOR. 
That  is  not  the  addrefs  of  an  ideot. 

COUNTESS. 
Nor  of  fo  aukward  an  animal  as  they  have  de- 
fcribed  her. 

ANGELICA. 
I  am  directed  to  appear  before  my  judges,  and  in 
all  humility  obey. 

MAYO  R. 

How  is  this  }  Upon  my  word  a  rational  opening. 
MAYORESS. 

Extremely  fo. 

COUNTESS. 

I  forefee  a  favourable  ifTue. 

ANGELICA. 
You,  fir,  conjundlly  with  thefe  ladies,  are  af- 
fembled  to  decide  the  Hate  of  my  underftanding. 

MAYOR. 
That  is  our  purpofe. 

ANGELICA.' 
A  bold  attempt,  Mr.  Mayor :  you,  iir,  who  are 
by  profefTion  a  judge,  don't  you  perceive  this  to  be 
a  ticklifh  point,  and  fubjeft  to  infinite  errors  ? 

MAYOR. 
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MAYOR.    [To /f/^?  Lackland.] 

A  home  queftion,  and  not  eafily  anfwered. 

ANGELICA. 

And  you,  ladies,  who  are  met  to  decide  up6a 
others,  are  you  able  to  judge  of  yourfelves  ? 

MAYORESS. 
This  a  fool !  pray  what  fays  your  ladyfhip  ? 

COUNTESS. 
That  no  ideot  can  propofefuch  a  queftlon.  . 

ANGELICA. 
I  am  to  be  examined  by  you :  but  to  pafs  a  ra- 
tional judgment,  a  great  extent  of  knowledge  is 
neceflary  ;  and  yet  it  is  a  moot  point  whether  \Ve 
have  any  real  knowledge  or  no. 

MAYORESS. 

Prodigious ! 

COUNTESS. 

Amazing  \ 

ANGELICA. 
Before  then  you  pafs  fentence  upon  me,  I  infift 
on  a  previous  enquiry  into  the  nature  of  knowledge 
in  general,  its  reality,  extent,  and  degree  ;  we  will 
then  fettle  what  is  called  certainty,  or,  in  fa^,  if 
there  be  any  fuch  thing ;  then  we  will  fettle  propo- 
fitions,  univerfal,  and  frivolous  axioms,  the  llrength 
or  weaknefs  of  the  human  underflanding, 

MAYOR. 
I  don't  know  where  I  am ;  do  I  dream  ? 

MAYORESS. 
I  VOW  and  proteft  I  am  frighten'd. 

COUNTESS. 
She  is  a  miracle. 

ANGELICA. 
Some  philofophers  infift,  that  man  is  born  with 
innate  ideas  j  that  is,  with  certain  original  notions, 

certain 
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certain  charafters  flamped  on  the  mind  at  its^ 
creation.  I  have  long  fcrutinizM  this  opinion^,  and 
H'ill  undertake  to  confound,  confute,  and  annihilate 
this  dangerous  dodtrine,  if  you  will  give  me  your 
patience, 

MAYOR. 

There  is  no  occafion,  mifs,  for  an  inquiry  like 
ihis^,  we  are  convinced  of  the  weaknefe  of  our  own 
underftandings,  and  almoll  perfuaded  of  the  great- 
nefs  of  yours:  all  that  remains  to  be  fettled  is, 
whether  you  are  really  a  wit. 

ANGELICA. 
And  how  can  you  know  :  define  me  wit  in  the 
firft  place,  and  by  your  definition  we  fhall  fee  if 
}0U  are  fit  to  determine.    Words  are  in  themfelvss 
mere  founds.    They  mufl  be  made  the  marks  of 
meaning,  and  that  meaning  precife  ;  but  this  is  in 
general  difregarded^  and  from  thence  proceeds  ralh- 
and  falfe  judgments.  It  is  true  they  get  words,  bur 
difregarding  the  ideas  with  which  they  are  con- 
•nested,  they  produce  only  mere  founds,  and  are 
little  better  than  parrots :  You  make  no  reply  ! 

MAYOR. 

Mr.  Mazure  muft  be  mad,,  to  call  this  lady  a 
fool, 

COUNTESS. 
I  thought  him  exceedingly  clever,  but  roy^  eyes 
arc  open'd  at  laft. 

MAYORESS* 

As  to  me,  I  am  ail  in  a  maze. 

MAYOR. 

And  I  am  fo  puzzPd,  I  hardly  can  fpeak. 

ANGELICA. 

By  what  I  can  fee,  you  are  eafily  puzzFd ;  but 
were  1 1«  tell  you  ■ 

MAYORESS* 

\ 
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MAYORESS. 

Mifs,.  let  us  wave  thefe  fublime  fubje^ls,  and 
come  to  the  plain  point, 

ANGELICA. 

What  can  I  fay  ?  would  you  have  me  lubmit  my 
caufe  to  judges  who  are  ignorant  of  logic,  who 
can't  diftinguilh  between  ideas  real  and  chimerical, 
definite  and  indefinite,  true  and  faife,  together  with 
their  different  combinations,  additions,  abllradions. 

MAYOR. 
Be  fo  good  as  to  confider-— 

ANGELICA. 
Willingly:  fiilt  then,  we  will  inquire  inta  the  * 
nature  of  wit,  aiid  by  that  means  we  (hall  be  able 
tareafon  properly  on  memory  and  judgment ;  and 
then,  by  right  application  and  eminent  inftances, 
we  fhall  be  convinced,  that  fome  have  judgment 
without  memory,  others  memory  without  judgment; 
and  that  others,  who  are  the  wits  of  the  age,  ha\^ 
neither  memory  nor  judgment ;  in  this  lafl  clafs,  I 
know  fome  eminent  authors,  who  prove  this  by 
their  works  every  day;,  but  their  adtions  are  more 
clearly  convincing. 

^  MAYOR. 
But  this  is  not  the  affair,  that 

ANGELICA. 
I  challenge  you  as  judges,  if  you  won't  enter  on 
all  thefe  particulars. 

MAYOR. 

They  are  unnecelTary  to  the  matter  in  quelHon. 
And  for  myfelf,  I  fingly  pronounce,  that  your  wit 
is  amazing,  and  your  knowledge  profound,^ 

MAYORESS* 

With  you  I  join  in  opinion. 
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COUNTESS. 
I  am  of  the  fame,  gain-fay  it  who  will. 

ANGELICA. 
You  allow  me  wit,  and  you  allow  me  knowledge. 
You  do  me  infinite  honour  :  but  I  fhouid  be  much 
better  pleased,  if  you  would  grant  me  judgment 
and  fenfe.    Rare  qualities ! 

MAYORESS. 
You  have  them  ;  we  allow  it. 

ANGELICA. 
That  I  have  had,  but  have  loft  them. 

COUNTESS. 
That  does  not  appear. 

ANGELICA. 
Perhaps  you  will  perceive  it  too  fcon.    Ch  !  if 
jny  black  lit  fhould  com.e  on  !  [Sf^e  mufes,'] 

COUNTESS. 
She  is  funk  in  profound  contemplation  !  May  we 
know,  mifs,  what  engages  your  thoughts  ? 

ANGELICA. 
No;  I  am  perplexed  :  puzzled  between  the  two 
fyftems  of  phyfic. 

COUNTESS. 
This  looks  a  little  fufpicious ! 

ANGELICA. 
I  love  impulfion,  and  adore  attradion  ;  Defcartes 
delights  me,  but  Newton  is  divine. 

COUNTESS. 
Quit,  my  dear  mifs,  thefc  abftraSed  conceits  1 

A  N^  G  E  L  I  C  A. 
Oh !  my  dear  lady  Lackland,  is  it  you  ?  You 
come  a  propos  to  refolve  me :  Your  opinion  (hall 
fettle  the  point.  The  fyftem  of  impulfion  ;  do  you 
prefer  it  to  that  of  attraftion  ? 

COUNTESS. 
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COUNTESS, 
Oh  !  attra^lion  for  my  money  ! 

A  N  G  E  L  I  C  A. 
I  was  divided.  Mrs.  Mayorefs,  your  judgment  ? 

M  A  Y  O  R  E  S  S. 
Impulfion  againfl  the  world  1  I  don*t  know  what  _ 
fhe  means  ;  buc  I  muil  anfwer  her. 

COUNTESS. 
You  are  right.    I  am  afraid  this  poor  girl  is  a 
little  befide  herfelf. 

MAYORESS. 
So  much  flady  has  troubled  her  brain. 

ANGELICA. 
No  ;  I  fliall  never  recover  my  furprize  !  my  in- 
dignation ! 

MAYORESS, 
Some  other  crotchet  has  got  into  her  head. 

ANGELICA. 
Now  wrath  is  uppermoft.  1  rage  ! 

MAYORESS. 
Lord  have  mercy  upon  us  !' 

ANGELICA. 
I  am  mad,  when  I  think  of  that  blockhead, 
Mazure  !  Had  he  the  impudence  to  fuppofe,  that  it 
v.^as  in  his  power  to  eradicate  from  my  foul  the 
image  of  him  I  love  \  But  hear  me,  gracious  gods ! 
By  Styx,  I  fwear,  he  either  muil  defift,  or  die  ! 
This  hand  (hall  end  him  I 

COUNTESS. 
Her  brain  is  turn'd  1  We  had  better  retire; 

A  N  G  E  L  I  C  A. 

To  call  me  a  fool  I  a  driv'ler  I  an  ideot !  ah,  ah, 
ah,  I  (hall  burft  I  {Laugh5.\ 

MAYOR. 
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MAYOR. 
Here's  another  unaccountable  turn. 

COUNTESS. 
Oh  !  it  is  plain  Ihe  has  fits ! 

ANGELICA. 

He  fays  I  am  aukward  !  Pray  obferve  :  \cQurt^f.es\ 
That  I  can't  walk  !  fee  hcrsv  I  enter  the  room  !  tha: 
I  v/ant  both  an  air,  and  a  grace !  Mr.  Mayor ! 
your  hand  foe  a  minuet ! 

M  A  YQ  R. 
Excufe  me>  mifs ;  I  am  a  bitter  bad  dancer. 

ANGELICA. 

Not  danfce !  We  will  have  a  hobble  together. 

MAYORESS. 
Dance  with  her !  no  matter  how  \ 

ANGELICA. 
Now,  Mr.  Mayor,  crofs  over  and  ^gure  In  ; 
bravo !  now  right  hand  and  left ;  now  hay ;  now 
turn  5  now  back  to  back  ;  now    ■  ■  ■ 

SCENE  XIII. 

Enter  Baronefs  of  OLDCASTLE  and  MAZURE. 

BARONESS. 

What  is  this !  the  ^Mayor  and  my  daughter  a*- 
dancing ! 

M  A  Y  O  R  E  S  S» 
To  humour  her  only. 

BARONESS. 

Are  you  road,  child,  to  fet  a  grave  magiffrate  fi« 
dancing  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E . 
There  wants  only  a  phyfician,  and  the  farce 
would-be  complcat ! 

BA&ON  EES'. 
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BARONESS. 

Angelica  !  child,  pry'thee  what's  the  meaning  of 
all  this  ? 

MAYORESS. 
Dear  madam,  don*t  vex  her  ! 

BARONESS. 
Vex  hcr^  madam  ! 

COUNTESS. 
Yes,  madam ;  don't  you  perceive  Ihe  has  her 
black  fits  upon  her  ? 

BARONESS. 
Black  fits  1  I  never  knew  ihe  was  fubjed  to  any 
fuch ! 

MAYOR. 

Really^  baronefs  of  Oldcaftle,  this  is  carrying 
the  jell  rather  too  far  I 

BARONESS. 

Hey  day  !  are  the  people  all  mad !  why,  good 
folks,  you  are  laughing  at  me,  fure  ! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
So !  mifs  has  fits,  too  !  Well !  this  is  another 
qualification  that  efcap'd  my  notice  ! 

BARONESS. 
I  defire  we  may  be  ferious,  and  come  to  the 
matter  in  hand.  Have  you  examined  my  daughter  ? 
And  are  you  convinc'd  that  fhe  is  an  ideot  ? 

MAYOR. 
An  ideot !  Afk  lady  Lackland. 

COUNTESS. 
Afk  Mrs.  Mayorefs. 

MAYORESS. 

Excufe  me,  madam  I  Mr.  Mayor  is  certainly,  to 
give  his  opinion  firft. 

BARONESS. 

you  put  me  out  of  all  patience,  with  your  cere- 

"  mony ! 
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mony  !  What  occafion  is  there  for  fo  many  com- 
pliments, about  giving  a  plain  anfwer,  yes,  or  no  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
The  thing  fpeaks  itfelf,  coufm.  They  are  willing 
to  fave  your  blufhes,  by  declaring  the  truth. 

MAYOR. 
Let  me  tell  you,  Mr.  Mazure,  if  any  one  has 
occafion  to  blufh  at  the  truth  being  told,  it  is  your- 
felf,  fir  ! 

MAZURE. 
Me,  fir  !  I  blulh ! 

MAYOR. 
Yes ;  you,  fir  !  And  I  think  you  ought  to  make 
fatisfadion  to  the  young  lady,  for  the  report  yoa 
gave  of  her  !  For  I  declare,  upon  th^  word  of  a 
magillrate,  that  fiie  appears  to  have  as  much  wit 
and  underllanding,  as  any  one  can  be  miftrefs  of. 

MAYORESS. 
She  is  a  perfeifl  prodigy  of  learning  ! 

COUNTESS. 
Her  wit  and  underftanding  are  equal  to  the  mod 
celebrated  of  her  fex  !  Neither  city  nor  court  can 
produce  any  thing  more  compleatleatly  well-bred  ! 

BARONESS. 
Well,  it'Ir.  Mazure,  what  fay  you  to  this  ? 

MAZURE. 
Fie,  fie,  coufin ;  don't  you  fee  they  are  making 
a  jell  of  you  ? 

MAYOR. 
How,  fir !  We  make  a  jeft  of  the  baronefs  of 
Oldcaftle  !  I  affure  you,  we  have  infinitely  too 
great  a  refpedl  for  her  ladyfhip,  to  

MAZURE, 
You  flatter  her,  then  ! 

COUNTESSt 
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COUNTESS. 
We  fay  nothing  but  the  downright  truth.  It  is 
really  aftonilhing,  Mr.  Mazure,  that  a  man  of  your 
fenfe  fiiould  have  fuiFer'd  yourfelf  to  be  fo  impos'd 
upon  !  I  repeat  it  to  you,  fir,  that  mifs  Angelica  is 
a  mofl  accomplifh'd  young  lady  ! 

MAZURE. 
V/hy,  you'll  make  a  fool  of  me,  too,  if  this  is 
your  way  of  going  on.    I  know  what  I  was  eye- 
witnefs  to.    I  know  what  I  heard  ;  and  I  was  as 
perfedlly  in  my  fenfes,  as  I  am  at  this  inftant. 

BARONESS. 

There  is  no  bearing  this  obflinacy  of  yours, 
coufm  !  Give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  fir,  that  you  are 
very  ill  deferving  of  the  regard  and  efleem  I  had 
enterrain'd  for  you  ;  and  I  begin  to  repent  of  

MAZURE. 
Mighty  well,  mighty  well,  madam  !  you  may 
be  as  angry  as  you  pleafe  ;  but  I  muft  tell  you,  that 
T  am  not  the  dupe  you  take  me  for !  You  may  lay 
all  your  heads  together  to  impefe  upon  me,  if  you 
pleafe ;  but  you'll  find  yourfelves  fhrewdly  miftaken. 

BARONESS.. 
I  fhall  lofe  all  patience  ! 

■  MAZURE. 
Fm  really  forry  for  it,  madam  j — but  mifs  Babet, 
•—the  child,  madam  ! 

B  A  R  O  N  E  S  S. 

Well !  what  of  mifs  Babet,  pray,  fir  ? 

MAZURE. 

Ha!  ha!  you  are  furpriz'd,  are  you?  mifs 

Babet,  I  fay  1  fuppofe  you'll  allow  Ihe  is  no 

ideot  ?— By  my  faith,  Ihe's  as  arch  a  little  baggage 
as  ever— — 

BARONESSt 
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BARONESS. 
Well ;  but  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  Angelica  ? 

MAZURE. 
Oh  I  you  don't  chufe  to  underftand  me,  do  you  r 
I  only  fay,  people  fhould  be  cautious  how  they  talk 
before  fuch  a  child  as  Babet !  She's  no  infant,  I 
promife  you. 

BARONESS. 
I  wifh  I  may  die,  if  1  know  what  the  man  would 
be  at  I  But  firice  Mr.  Mayor,  nor  thefe  ladies,  nor 
myfelf,  are  worthy  of  belief  with  you,  fir,  I  fancy 
here  is  one  that  will  confound  you.  Angelica! 
come  forward,  child.  It  is  time  to  break  filence 
now ;  and  fhew  us  if  you  are  the  fool  you  have 
been  reprefented  ! 

ANGELIC  A. 
Alas !  madam,  I  hardly  know  what  I  am. 

BARONESS. 
Not  know  what  you  are  ?  Come,  come,  fpeak, 
child,  fpeak  ;  here*s  a  piece  of  work,  indeed,  to 
loofe  a  woman's  tongue  I 

ANGELICA. 
What  can  I  fay  ?  only  that  I  am  the  mofl  wretched 
of  women  ! 

BARONESS. 

Indeed  !  And  pray  how  fo  ? 

ANGELICA. 
Alas !  madam,  I  am  feiz'd  with  fuch  a  melan- 
choly, that  I  cannot  refrain  from  tears.  [Pf^e^fj.'] 

BARONESS. 

Lord  have  mercy  upon  the  child  1  what  is  the 
matter  with  her  ? 

MAYOR. 

Her  fits  are  coming  on  her  again*  - 
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BARONESS. 

Pfhavv  !  why  you  make  a  jefl  of  me,  with  ymir 
fits! 

ANGELIC  A. 

Well ;  whenever  I  look  upon  that  Mazure,  hrs 
odd,  unaccountable,  comical  figure,  Ilrikes  me  fo 
forcibly,  that  I  am  ready  to  die  with  laughing  1 
Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  {Laughs  heartily. '\ 

BARONESS. 

Good  God  !  Love  has  certainly  turn'd  her  brains ! 

ANGELICA. 
'{Going  up  to  the  Mayor,  and  taking  him  by  the  hand,'] 
Defpair  not,  my  dear  Leander,  w^  ihall  yet 

Mercy  !  how  he  lifts  his  eyes  to  heaven  Fury 

is  painted  m  his  locks ! — Ah  !  what  is  he  about  to 
do  ? — See  !  fee  !  he  draws  his  fword — and  is  going 
to  rufh  upon  its  point !  Hold!  hold!  cruel,  inhu- 
man man  !  Pierce  this  faithful  breaft ;  but  let 

me  never  be  a  witnefs.  Behold  me,  refolv'd  io 

die  by  thy  dear  hand  !  Alas !  he  heeds  me  not. 

He  avoids  me,  to  execute  his  horrid  purpofe  !  [Here 
Jhe  hunts  Mazure  /(^  and  do~jun  the  ft  age. But  know, 
too  cruel  lover,  I  will  prevent  thee  !  I  will  not  give 
thee  a  moment's  refpite,  but  follow  thee  from  place 
to  place !  I'll  41:op  thy  fatal  arm ;  and  the  fame  flroke 
fhall  end  us  both  !  Think'ft  thou,  I  can  furvive 
thee  ?  That  I  can  give  my  hand  to  Mazure  ?  no,  no. 
Quick  !  give  me  thy  fword  !  \She  fnatches  Mazure's 
fword  from  his  ftde^  That  fword,  with  which  thou 
wouldft  deprive  me  of  all  my  foul  holds  dear, 
I  will  plunge  it  to  the  heart  of  thy  hated  rival. 

[She  runs  at  the  Mayor,  ivho  flies  from  her. 2 

M  A  Y  O  R. 

Hold,  hold,  hold,  mifs,  for  heaven's  fake !  you 
are  miftaken.  You  take  me  for  another.  I  am 
sione  of  Leander's  rival :  I  am  a  grave  magiftrate ; 

Vol..  I,  F  mayor 
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XTiSyor  of  a  corporation  ;  and  what  is  more,  return- 
ing officer  for  the  general  eledion.    [Angelica  quits 

him,  and  thronjjs  herfelf  into  an  elbo^v  chair ^ 

as  out  of  breath.^ 

MAYORESS. 
My  deareft  hufband,  how  fare  you  ?  Are  you 
dead,  my  love  ? 

MAYOR. 

No,  my  dear,  not  abfolutely  dead ;  but  very 
little  better. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Upon  my  word,  I  was  going  to  make  a  curious 
alliance — to  marry  a  Bedlamite  !  1  am  ex- 
tremely obiigM  to  you,  my  good  coufin,  for  your 
friendly  intentions,  and  fo  I  kifs  your  hands,  \Going, 

BARONESS. 
Stay  a  little,  I  befeech  you,  dear  coufin,  till  we 
fee  Vy'here  all  this  will  end* 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
I  beg  to  be  excus'd,  madam,  if  you  pleafe.  If 
-  the  young  lady  Ihould  chance  to  know  me  again — 

BARONESS. 
At  leaft^  endeavour  to  get  your  fvvord  from  her. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
I !  heaven  forbid  !  It  is  mod  heartily  at  her  fer . 
vice. 

BARONESS. 
Angelica  !  daughter  !  my  dear  child,  conipofe 
yourfelf.    Speak  to  me. 

[Angelica  drops  the  fnxjordy  nvhich  Mazure  injiantlj 
picks  up.    She  pretends  to  come  to  herfelf. 

ANGELICA. 
Heavens  where  am  I !  Who  is  this  ?  my  father! 
Oh,  fir!  fir! 

BARONESS. 

Poor  creature  !  She  takes  me  for  the  Baron ! 
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ANGELICA. 

\T^hroiLnt}g  herjilf  at  the  Baronefs'j  feei,'\ 

Oh,  fir !  to  what  a  condition  have  yoa  reduc'd 
your  poor  unhappy  daughter  !  Pity  my  weaknefs  ; 
you  know  I  never  concealM  it  from  you  :  my  tears 
and  fighs  difcover'd  the  fecret  to  you,  long  before 
my  lips  divulg'd  it:  but,  deaf  to  all  my  entreaties, 
you  cruelly  left  me  to  the  authority  of  an  inexorable 
mother,  who  infifts,  that  I  lliall  govern  my  affec- 
tions by  her  will  j  and  robs  me  of  the  moil  amiable 
of  mankind,  to  facrifice  me  to  a  wretch  whom  I  de- 
teft.  [_RiJtng]  But  J  find  'tis  all  in  vain  :  you  are 
deaf;  deaf  to  all  I  fay  !  You  both  wifh  for  my  death, 
and  you  (hall  be  fatlsfied.    Hark!   the  trumpet 
founds !  To  arms !  to  arms !  follow  me,  I  hear  the 
drum.  Tan-ta-ra,  tan-ta-ra,  rub  a-dub,  rub-a-dub 
[Marching  up  and  doiKn  ths  Ji^gSy^fagirrg  J 

BARONESS.  [Holdirg  her.] 
Blefs  us !  how  wild  Ihe  is !  My  dear  child,  open 
your  eyes ;  it  is  your  mother  fpeaks  to  you.  Don^c 
you  know  me,  Angelica?  Alas  I  to  fee  you  in  this 
(Condition,  revives  all  my  tendernefs  1 — Wretch  that; 
I  am,  I  have  been  the  caufe  of  her  madnefs ! 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Pray,  madam,  can  you  inform  me,  if  mifs  is 
often  taken  in  this  manner  I 

MAYOR. 
We  have  feen  her  in  this  way  before. 

BARONESS. 
I  folemnly  declare  it  is  the  frfl  time  that  ever  I 
faw  her  thus.    I  fuppofe  it  is  the  averfion  Ihe  has 
taken  to  my  coulin,  that  has  turn'd  the  poor  child's 
brain, 
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SCENE  XIV. 

Enter.  OLIVER. 
OLIVEE. 

Preay  you  now,  gentle  folks,  would  you  be  fo 
-good  as  to  tell  a-body  where  one  mout  find  out  the 
^ueer  figure  I  am  fent  after  ? 

'    M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
And  pray,  friend,  who  may  this  fame  queer 
figure  be  ? 

O  LIVER. 

'Odfniggers,  I  believes  in  my  heart  as  how  it 
be  yourfelf,  maifler. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Impertinent  fellow  I  if  it  was  not  for  the  refpe<5l 
I  have  for  this  company,  I  would  teach  you  how 
to  fpeak. — I  owe  you  fomething,  Mr.  rafcal,  and 
the  jackanapes  your  comrade  too, 

OLIVER, 

Neay,  neay,  pr'ythee  doant  put  thyzelf  in  a 
pafTion,  mon,  I  have  got  fome'at  in  my  hand  that 
may  divert  thee  mayhap. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
A  letter !  from  whom  ? 

OLIVER. 

Why  from  a  brave  gentleman,  all  bedaub*d  with 
gold  lace,  that  came  in  at  the  back  gate  of  our 
garden  e'en  now,  and  feeing  me,  up  afteps,  good- 
morrow,  friend,  fays  he,  do  you  know  one  meafter 
Mazure  ?  Does  I  \  fays  I,  ay  that  I  does,  marry  ; 
I  knows  him  well  enou,  fays  I :  Is  a  in  the  houfe 
here  ?  fays  he,  again  :  Yes  a  is,  fays  I,  and  out 
young  lady,  madam  Angelica,  is  woundy  angry  at 
at^  I  can  tell  you,  fays  I :  Js  fte  fo  ?  fays  he,  I  am 

-  very 
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very  glad  to  hear  it ;  but  mayhap  I  may  find  a  way 
to  rid  her  of  him,  fays  he :  Here,  friend,  teak  this 
noat,  and  there  is  fome'at  for  thee  to  drink.  Bj^ 
cocknouns  I  was  no  fuch  fool  to  refufe  any  thing 
you  mun  think,  and  fo  I  e'en  took  thefe  two  yel- 
low boys  a  flipt  into  my  hand,  and  here  is  his  noat 
for  you. 

BARONESS, 
I  guefs  whence  it  comes  ;  read  it  aloud,  coufiny 
I  defire  j'^ou-. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E,    [Reads  ivttb  a  tremhUng  'uoice.^ 

'*  Previous  to  your  becoming  the  hufband  of 
**  Angelica,  I  am  defirous  to  know  whether  you 

are  more  deferving  of  that  happinefs  than  my- 
•*  felf ;  10  this  purpofe  I  am  waiting  for  you  in  thie 

little  wood,  where  we  may  quickly  decide  the 
^  (JueftioD.    Haften  to  meet  me  there,  or  I  lhall 

come  in  fearch  of  you,  and  will  find  you  out> 

tho'  you  hide  yourfeif  in  the  centre  of  hell. 

*•  Leander.'* 

COUNTESS. 
Upon  nly  word  this  is  a  very  ferious  affair,  and  T 
am  perfaaded,  fir,  that  you  will  acquit  yourfeif  like 
9k'  man  of  honour. 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 

Oh  quite  fo  !  your  ladyihip  may  depend  upon  it. 
Heark'ee,  friend,  you  may  go  back  to  the  perfoii 
who  fent  you^  with  this  pretty  epiflle,  and  tell  him, 
that  there  will  be  no  occafton'  for  coming  to 
extremities,  fince  I  am  ready  to  give  up  all  right 
and  title  to  mifs  Angelica,  and  heartily  wifli  him 
jjoy  of  her  [Exit  Oliver.]  Fight  for  an  ideot  I 
a  mad  woman  1  a  very  pretty  fancy  indeed  !  No, 
nc>  I  am  not  quite  fo  weary  of  my  life  neither, 
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BARONESS. 
So  then  I  prefume,  fir,  you  are  for  breaking  the 
contrad  between  us. 

M  A  Z  UR  E. 
From  the  bottom  of  my  foul,  madam  :  and  I 
take  this  good  company  to  witnefs,  that  I  releafe 
you  from  the  promife  1  received  from  you>  and  you, 
I  fuppofe,  do  the  like  by  me. 

BARONESS. 
I  do,  fir,  very  readily,  and  1  wifli  I  had  never 
entered  into  any  engagement  with  you. 

[Angelica  rifes  fuddenly^  ^johich  makes 
ths  Mayor  and  Mazure  JicirtJ\ 

ANGELICA. 
And  do  you  fpeak  ferioufly,  madam  ? 

BARONESS. 
Ah,  (lie  recolle£ts  me  !  Yes,  my  deareft  child, 
I  do,  I  do  from  my  very  foul. 

ANGELICA. 
And  you  promife  me,  before  this  company,  no 
longer  to  oppofe  my  union  with  Leander? 

BARONESS. 
May  heaven  punifli  me  if  I  obHrudl  it  in  the 
leafl. 

ANGELICA. 
,  T])us  on  my  knees  then  let  me  return  you  thanks, 
and  at  the  fame  time  implore  your  foigivenefs  for 
the  fright  I  have  occafioned  you  \  for,  thank  heaven, 
i  am  neither  foolifh  nor  mad. 

M  A  y  O  R. 

Ho  !  Ho  !  here  is  a  new  circumflance  arifen. 

ANGELICA. 

I  only  put  on  the  appearance  of  folly  to  give 
Mr.  Mazure  a  diflike  to  me.  Forgive  the  artifice 
which  love  fuggeiled,  and  which  has  proved  fo  fuc- 

Cefsful.  MAZURB. 
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M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
Ha  !  this  is  not  the  language  of  an  ideot, 

M  A  y  O  R. 
No,  nor  of  a  lunatic  neither,  upon  my  word. 

M  AZURE. 
In  my  eonfcience  I  believe  fhe  has  her  fits  of 
wit  too. 

BARONESS. 

How,  Angelica !  is  it  pofiible  you  could  have 
play'd  the  counterfeit  in  this  manner  ? 

ANGELICA. 
Yes,  madam,  and  I  fhould  confefs  it  without  a 
blufh,  was  it  not  on  your  account ;  but  however 
excufable  the  occafion  might  be,  I  w-as  doubtlefs 
culpable  for  impofing  upon  you  ;  it  was  not  without 
great  reludance,  but  I  was  compelled  to  do  it,  or 
to  lofe  Leander  :  My  love  to  him,  and  the  averfioa 
I  had  to  this  gentleman,  got  the  better  of  the  refpe^l: 
I  owed  you.  Condemn  mc,  madam,  punifh  me 
at  your  pleafurc,  I  (hall  fuffer  without  murmuring  ; 
happy,  if  by  my  fubmifTion  I  can  foften  your  heart, 
and  prevail  on  you  at  length  to  prove  favourable  to- 
my  wifhes, 

BARONESS. 
And  I,  my  dear  child,  happy  to  find  that  my 
fears  on  your  account  were  falfe,  once  more  repeat 
the  promife  I  made  not  to  obllrudl  your  inclinations. 
And  now,  fir  I  do  you  think  my  daughter  is  a 
fool  ? 

MAZUR  E. 

A  fool  !  I  am  half  mad  to  think  how  I  have 
been  deceived.  It  is  I  am  the  fool  at  prefent,  I 
think. 

BARONESS. 

But  where  is  this  fame  Leander,  fo  much  talk'd 
of? 

F  4  ANGELICA. 


I04   r/^^  YOUNG   HYPOCRITE;  Or, 


ANGELICA. 
I  believe  he  is  gone  to  throw  himfelf  at  my 
father's  feet,  to  aik  his  confent. 

e     E     N     E  XV. 

Enter  Baron  of  O  L  D  C  A  S  T  L  E,  and  Count 
LACKLAND,  both  drunk. 

COUNT. 
Upon  my  foul,  I  like  the.  young  fellow  extreme^ 
ly  i  and  damme,  if  he  (han't  be  your  fon-in-law. 
Baron  1 

B  A  R  O  N. 

That  he  fhall.  Zounds !  have  I  not  given  hiia 
my  word  ? 

C  O  u  u  T. 

He  is  the  Ton  of  one  of  my  moft  intimate  friends; 
and  I  take  upon  me,  d'ye  fee,  to  recommend  him. 

BARON. 

Well,  it  (hall  be  fo  ;  I  tell  yoa.it  (hall  be  fo^ 
Mr.  Mazure,  your  very  humble  fervant.  Sir,  I 
am  extremely  glad  I  have  found  you.  Pray,  fir^ 
when  do  you  think  of  decamping  ? 

M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
With  all  poflible  expedition,  I  alTure  you,  fir* 

COUNT. 
The  fooner  the  better,  poet ;  the  fooner  the 
better  :  for  I  have  juft  been  fpeaking  with  a  young 
gentleman,  to  whom  your  prefence,  d'ye  fee,  hap- 
pens to  be  as  little  agreeable,  as  it  is  to  your 
humble  fervant.  Now,  I  would  advife  you,  as 
you  have  a  regard  to  your  own  fweet  perfon,  to 
decamp  with  a  good  grace  ;  otherwife,  my  little 
Heliconian,  there  is  a  certain  extempore  preparing^ 
that  may  not  be  quite  to  your  tafte.  I  tell  you  this, 
d'ye  fee,  as  a  friend. 
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M  A  Z  U  R  E. 
I  give  you  my  word  and  honour,  my  lord,  that 
I  have  not  the  leaft  intention  of  difputing  with 
the  gentleman. 

BARON. 

Hark'e,  daughter,  I  have  fomething  to  fay  ro 
you — I  lay  my  pofitive  commands  on  you  not  to 
marry  Mr.  Mazure  :  and  fo,  no  reply,  if  you 
pleafe. 

ANGELICA. 
I  (hall  only  reply  to  affure  you  of  my  obidieni:c, 
fir. 

BARON. 

Very  well  anfwered,  girl,  very  well  anfwered- 
I  have. made  choice  of  another  hufband  for  you; 
whom  I  order  you  to  marry  this  very  night. 

ANGELICA. 
You  know,  fir,  I  have  no  will  but  your's. 

BARONESS. 
Baron  of  Oldcaftle,  may  I  take  the  liberty  of 
afking,  who  this  new  hufband  is,  that  you  have 
pitched  upon  for  our  daughter  ? 

Bar  o  n. 

Why,  wife,  it  is  a"  noble,  rich,  well-made,  good- 
looking  lad  ;  one  that  has  an  infinite  deal  of  wit-^ 
his  na||ie  is  Nicholas. 

B  A  rones  S. 
Nicholas !  What,  our  under  gardener  ?    A  pret- 
ty match,  truly  ! 

COUNT. 

And  yet  fo  it  is,  my  good  lady  Baronefs  :  Nicho- 
las, Nicholas,  otherwife  Leander ! 

BARONESS. 
Nicholas,  otherwife  Leander  !    They  are  both 
of  them  fo  beaftly  drvink,  that  they  don't  know 
what  they  fay, 
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BARON. 

By  ycur  leave,  ]ady  wife  ;  bat  we  do  know 
"what  we  fay,  and  per/edly  well  too.  Leander, 
and  Nicholas  are  the  fame,  as  if  one  was  to  fay, 
he,  or  him  ;  or  him,  and  he.  What  think  yoa 
of  that  now  ?  ■ 

BARONESS. 
Lord  defend  us  !  what  unintelligible  fluff! 

COUNT. 
Well  then,  here  comes  one  that  will  make  It 
plain  to  you. 

SCENE       the  Laft. 

Ef7fer  LEANDER,  in  his  proper  Drefs  ;  0  L I- 
VER,  in  a  Livery  i  and  BABET. 

B  A  Pv  O  N» 
Come  hither,  fon-in  law,  come  hither. 

BARONESS. 
BJefs  me  !  can  1  believe  my  own  eyes  ?  why, 
certainly  this  is  our  Nicholas  drell  like  a  gentlman. 

OLIVER. 
And  here  is  mailer  Peter,  in  the  drefs  of  the 
gcncleman's  gentltnian,  at  your  ladyfhip's  fervice. 

BARONESS. 

I  am  ready  to  fmk  with  fhame  and  vexation, 
but  I  mull  put  a  good  face  upon  it. 

LEANDER. 

You  fee,  madam,  that  love  has  caufed  many 
metamorphofes  here,  he  has  transformed  your 
daughter  Angelica  into  an  ideot,  and  me  into  a 
gardener's  boy.  Now  we  afTume  our  prifline  forms. 

BARONESS. 
Hov/  egregioufly  have  I  been  impofed  upon? 

jBARONJ 
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BARON. 

Well,  I  forgive  them  the  trick,  for  the  fake  of  the 
invention. 

BARONESS. 
I  am  no  longer  furpriz'd,  Mr.  Nicholas,  at  the 
dillike  you  expre/Ted  to  my  coufin. 

LEANDER. 
Let  me  befeech  yoa,   madam,   to  forgive  the 
deceit  I  made  ufe  of,  and  to  confirm  the  obliging 
celTion  Mr.  Mazure  has  made  in  my  favour. 

BARONESS. 
I  have  already  done  it,  lir,  by  an  oath,  which  I 

cannot  retrad,  fo,  as  I  can  do  no  ocherwife,  I 

accept  you  for  a  fon -in-law. 

BARON. 
There,  Angelica,  you  fee  who  is  mafler  now 
I  order  you  to  take  Leander  for  an  hufband,  under 
pain  of  my  difpleafure. 

ANGELICA. 
You  know,  fir,  I  would  do  any  thing  rather 
than  incur  fb  dreadful  a  misfortune ;  you  may  be 
allured  of  my  obedience.  - 

COUNT. 

Come,  children,  in  the  name  of  the  Baron  of 
Old  Caftle,  I  command  you  to  join  hands. 

COUNTESS. 
They  have  Ihew'd  fo  much  wit  and  dexterity  to 
compafs  their  happinefs,  that  truly  I  think  they 
deferve  it. 

MAYORESS. 
I  am  adlually  of  your  ladyfhip's  opinion. 

MAYOR. 

And  I  heartily  congratulate  them  on  the  fuccefs. 

B  A  B  E  T. 

Oh,  bat  Mr.  Mazure,  a  word  with  you  if  yoa 

pleafe : 
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pleafa  :  Pray  remember  you  promifed  to  marry  me 
in  two  years  time. 

M  AZ  U  R  E. 
You  little  jilting  flut,  you  impofed  upon  me  too* 

B  A  B  E  T. 

Well,  but  do  you  really  think  I  am  witty  enough 
to  be  your  wife  ? 

MAZURE. 

Yes>  rather  too  much  fo,  I  thank  you. 

Convinced  of  my  error  extreme 
And  happily  rid  of  that  evil,  [Pointing  to  Angelica.} 

I  abandon  my  favourite  theme, 
Afid  own  wit  in  a  wife  is  the  devil. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
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Scene,    C  L  E  O  N '  s  Houfe. 
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S  P  E  N  D  T  H  R  I  F  T,  , 
A  COMEDY. 


ACT    I.     SCENE  I. 

A  Hall  in  Cleon'j  Houfe. 
PASQJJIN  and  FINESSE,  meeting, 

FINESSE. 

GOOD-Morrow,  Mr.  Pafquin. 
PAS  QJ7  I  N, 
Your  humble  fervanr,  Mrs.  Finsfie. 

FINESSE. 
Is  Mr.  Cleon  ilirring,  pray  ? 

r 

P  A.S  QJJ  I  N, 
Long  ago,  my  dear. 

FINESSE. 

Can  I  fpeak  with  him  ? 

PAS  QU  I  N. 
Impcfiible  !  Ke  will  not  be  vilible  this  half  hour? 
leaih 

FINESSE, 
How  fo,  Mr.  Pafquin  ? 
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P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 
Why,  I'll  tell  you,  child.  At  this  very  inftant 
he  is  Ihut  up  in  clofe  conference  with  count  Rave- 
line.  You  muft  know,  my  marter  has  a  few  thou- 
fand  pounds,  which  are  very  burchenfome  to  him, 
and  he  wants  to  get  rid  of  them  as  foon  as  poflible. 

FINESSE. 
If  that  is  all;  I  could  quickly  eaie  him  of  his 
trouble;  let  him  give  them  to  me  j  they  would  juli 
do  to  get  me  a  good  hufband  :  and  to  tell  you  the 
truth,  Mr.  Pafquin,  th&  man  and  the  money  would 
be  both  very  acceptable ;  I  make  no  fcruple  of  own- 
ing k. 

[  P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 

So  then,  from  this  I  may  gather,  that  you  are 
fomewhat  in  a  hurry  for  a  hufband,  child. 

FINESSE. 

Even  Co. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
Llhought  as  much,  by  thofe  roguifli  eyes  of  yours* 

FINESSE. 
Well,  but  ferioufly  new,  it  would  be  a  very_  me- 
ritorious adion  in  Mr,  Cleon. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N; 
The  very  reafon  why  he  will  not  do  it.  Gene- 
rofity  is  a  virtue  that  my  mailer  is  not  much  ena- 
mour'd  with.  When  he  gives  his  money,  (which 
he  does  laviMy  enough,  fometimes)  it  is  either  to 
indulge  his  pleafures,  or  gratify  his  vanity.  Of  the 
thoufands  he  fquanders  away,  hardly  a  {hilling  is 
apply'd  to  anfwer  any  one  good  purpofe  ;  but  is 
fpent  among  fycophants,  and  pretended  friends  ; 
that,  not  contented  with  eating  him  up,  laugh  at 
him  for  his  folly,  the  minute  his  back  is  turn'd. 

FINESSE. 

And  do  you  fufFer  all  this,  Mr,  Pafquin 

PAsquiKr 


ne  SPENDTPf  RIFT.  115 

P  A  S  QJT  I  N. 

I  fufFer  it,  Mrs.  Fineffe  !  What  would  you  have 
me  do* 

FINESSE, 
Do!  why  I  would  have  you  make  ufe  of  the 
privilege  of  your  long  fervice  under  Cleon,  and  the 
liberty  he  indulges  you  with,  to  tell  him  your  fen*- 
timents  upon  his  behaviour,  freely,  and  without  re- 
ferve,  and  fend  thefe  harpies  packing,  who  will 
r.ever  quit  him  elfe  v/hilft  he  h-as  a  fhiiUng  left.  Do 
you  think  that  I  would  fuffer  my  nviftrefs  to.go  an 
in  this  manner  ?  No,  Td  die  firft  ^ — rd  throw  half 
a  dozen  fuch  fellows  out  of  the  window,  before  I 
would  let  them  domineer  in  our  houfe:  Ay  marry 
wo  aid  1  \ 

PAS  C^U  I  N. 
Why,  you  muft  know,  Mrs.  FinclTe,  at  firfl  F  did 
take  a  little  upon  me,  in  hopes  to  clear  the  houfe 
of  thefe  vermin ;  but  what  did  it  fignify  ?  If  one 
door  was  Ihut  againft  them,  they  found  their  way 
in  at  another.  My  mafter,  indeed,  behaved  for 
fome  time  as  he  ought  to  do  ;  my  word  was  a  law 
with  him  :  but  then  thefe  fawning,  flattering  rafcals 
found  means  to  get  the  better  of  me ;  and  belides 
two  or  three  very  handfome  canings,  I  was  on  the 
point  of  being  difcharged  for  my  ofEcioufnefs  ;  fo 
when  I  found  how  matters  went,  I  e*en  alter'd  my 
note,  for  I  had  no  notion  of  lofmg  a  good  place  by 
an  ill-tim'd  honelly,  but,  like  the  dog  in  the  fable, 
refolv'd  to  come  in  quietly  for  a  feare  of  what.  I 
found  it  wajs  cut  of  my  power  to  keep  from  others, 

FINESSE. 
Well,  but  Mr.  Pafquin,  do  you  think  this  is  act- 
ing like  an  honefl  and  faithful  fervant  ? 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Gh,  your  moft  obedient,  fvveet  Mrs.  Finefle,  with 
your  morality  [  People  fliould  always  look  at  home, 

before 
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before  they  are  fo  free  with  their  cenfures.  There 
is  your  iniftrefs,  Madam  Julia,  whom  ray  mailer 
doats  on  to  diftradtion,  fhe  knows  very  well  the 
power  fhe  has  over  him,  why  does  fhe  not  make 
ufe  of  it  to  cure  him  of  his  extrava[^ance,  and  pre- 
vent his  fquandering  away  his  fortune  as  he  does  ? 
Inllead  of  that,,  fhe  is  the  firil:  to  encourage  him  ia 
it,  and  to  lend  a  hand  to  ftrip  him. 

FINESSE. 
To  be  fure,  as  you  fay,  Pafquin,  fhe  does  come 
in  for  her  Ihare,  but  in  fhort  fhe  is  wovy  headftrong, 
and  will  not  always  hearken  to  my  advice. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 

And,  if  I  am  not  much  miftaken,  Mrs.  Finefle, 
you  are  not  far  behind  hand  with  your  miftrefs. 
Why  here  you  are  dreil  out  like  a  duchefs,  and  be- 
tween your  miflrefs  and  you,  we're  finely  plundered* 
Ah  FinefTe,  FinefTe ! 

FINESSE. 
Lord  help  me  !  I  have  been  able  to  do  nothing 
but  piddle  as  yet;  if  you  would  lend  me  your 
afTiflance,  my  dear  Pafquin,  fomething  might  be 
done  worth  while. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
I'll  tell  you,  Mrs.  FinefTe,  nothing  can  be  done 
unlefs  we  can  get  the  Count  on  our  fide  ;  he  has 
gained  fuch  an  afcendancy  over  my  mafter  by  his 
curfed  wheedling  tongue,  tliat  he  has  no  eyes  or 
ears  but  his  ;  he  has  made  hiir.felf  fo  abfolute  at 
our  houfe,  that  nothing  Is  to  be  got  but  thro'  him. 
ThereTcre  I  fay,  we  mufl,  in  the  firfl  place,  make 
him  our  friend. 

FINESSE, 
Why,  the  advice  is  not  bad,  and  Til  fet  about  it 
iijijjied lately.    But  I  mufi:  take  my  leave  of  you. 
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now,  for  I  fee  my  lady  coming*    Your  fervant,  Mr, 
Pafquin. 

,P  A  S  CiV  J  N, 
I  had  fome  foft  things  to  fay  to  you>  my  dear 
Fineffe,  but  I  am  prevented;  however, you  fhall  have 
them  all  the  next  time  we  meet, 

FINESSE. 
Weil,  well,  ril  give  you  credit.  Away  with  you, 

[£;if?V  Pafquin. 

S     C     E     N     E      II.      .  ^ 

En^er  JULIA. 

J  y  L  I  A. 

Well,  FineiTe,  what  does  Cleon  fay  to  my 
father's  intentions  ? 

FINESSE. 

I  have  not  been  able  to  fee  him>  madam,  an 
affair  of  importance  prevents  his  giving  audience 
to  day. 

JULIA. 

My  father's  refolves  diflradl  me;  finding  Cleon 
quite  deaf  to  his  remonllrances,  he  is  determined  to 
break  with  him. 

FINESSE. 
Indeed,  madam,  I  cannot  help  faying  your  father  - 
is  in  the  right;  but  yet  methinks  he  ihould  have. a 
little  patience;  Cleon  has  not  quite  fpent  his  for* 
tune,  it  will  be  time  enough  to  break  with  him 
vvhea  he  has  nothing  lefc :  he  cannot  hold  out  above 
two  or  three  months  longer  at  moft,  and  it  would  be 
a  pity,  you  know,  madam,  to  leave  fo  fine  a  work 
half  finifli'd. 

JULIA. 

Ah  me ! 

FINESSE, 
You  figh,  madam  ! 

JULIA* 
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J  U  L  I  A; 

Have  I  not  reafon  ?  Thou  knoweft  Cleon  loves^ 
me,  and  that  I  love  him  in  return  ;  but  I  have 
in^  vain  try'd  every  method  to  reclaim  him,  there 
is  no  putting  a  flop  to  his  prodigality. 

FINESSE. 

If  I  might,  wichout  offence,  madam,  give  my 
opinion  freeiy  ■  ■ 

JULIA. 

Proceed;  you  have  my  leave  to  fay  what  yoa 
will. 

f  I  N  E  S  S  E: 

Why  then,  madam,  I  think  neither  Mr.  Cleon 
nor  you  can  have  a  very  ftrong  pafTion  for  each 
other  ;  for  if  you  loved  him  with  a  fincere  affed^ion, 
or  he  was  defirous  of  pleafing  you,  would  he  be 
guilty  of  thofe  infidelities  he  is  ?  or  would  you  ac- 
cept of  the  immenfe  fums  his  prodigality  lavifhes  in 
prefents  on  you  ?  Inftead  of  checking  him  for  his 
extravagance,  you  feem  to  encourage  it,  and  he,  on 
his  part,  is  every  day  getting  fome  new  miflrefs  : 
You  drain  his  purfe,  he  forfwears  himfelf  daily  to 
you ;  and  thus  you  mutually  flrive  to  cheat  and 
impofe  upon  each  other. 

J  u  I.  I  A  ; 

You  will  one  day  find,  Finefie,  whether  my  love 
for  Cleon  is  fmcere  or  not.  I  acknowledge  that  I 
fufFer  his  infidelities  without  any  feeming  concern; 
but  I  know  his  dilpofition  ;  vanity  has  the  principal 
fliare  in  his  intrigues ;  and  provided  an  amour  makes 
s  noife,  that  is  aU  he  defires  from  it. 

FINESSE, 
But  then  this  vanity  of  his  ruins  his  fortune,  and 
lie  is  within  an  ace  of  beggary. 

JULIA. 

Well,  well,  I  fhall  put  a  Ibp  to  his  extravagance^ 
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F  I  N  E  S  S  JE. 

ITou,  madam  f 

JULIA. 

Yes,  me but  this  is  not  the  work  of  a  day  ;  the 
©nly  means  to  reclaim  him  from  his  folly,  is  to 
leave  him  to  himfelf  for  fome  time  longer. 

FINESSE. 
It  is  to  be  hoped,  however,  you  will  begin  the 
cure,  by  refufing  any  more  of  his  prefents. 

JULIA. 

So  far  from  it,  FinefFe,  that  I  will  make  ufe  of 
all  my  power  over  him,  to  procure  a  greater  number 
of  them,  and  much  richer  than  any  I  have  hitherto 
had  fjom  him. 

FINESSE. 

A  noble  proof  of  your  love  and  tendernefs  to 
him  !  Love  quotha  !  Come,  come,  madam,  own 
at  once  that  your  real  defign  is  to  make  the  moffc 
you  can  of  Cleon,  and  cornpleat  his  ruin :  make 
me  your  confidant  in  this  glorious  fcheme,  and  be 
aifured  that  I  have  an  excellent  talent  to  affill:  you 
in  your  defign, 

J  U  L  I  A. 

Well,  FinclTe,  I  accept  of  thy  afliflance,  and  now 
I  will  freely  own  to  thee,  that  my  intention  is  Co 
flrip  jCleon  of  the  lafl  fhilling. 

FINESSE. 
Now  then  we  are  come  to  a  right  underflanding, 
and  I  have  an  excellent  proje^Sl  in  my  head  to  fet  out 

W'ith.  You  know  count  Raveline  ?  If  we 

could  but  gain  him, — and,  luckily,  I  believe  he  has 
a  paifion  for  your  ladyihip,  tho'  he  dares  not  reveal 
it. 

JULIA. 

Fineffe,  I  know  it  but  too  well;  for  certain  reafons 
i  endeavour  to  hide  my  averfion  to  him,  but  I  take 

an 
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all  opportunities  of  avoiding  his  company,  and  fhall 

acquaint  Cieon  

FINESSE. 

By  no  means,  that  will  fpoil  all,  h.^  is  a  villain 
and  a  traitor  to  his  friend. — Agreed, — but  even  a 
man  of  that  chara6ler  may  be  ufeful  in  his  way. 
Do  you,  madam,  only  appear  to  be  a  little  coni- 
-pliable,  and  my  life  for  it,  we  fhall  get  him  to  fe- 
cond  us  in  all  our  defigns.  You  need  not  engagq 
yourfclf  by  any  promifes ;  I  will  take  upon  me 
to  

JULIA. 

Well,  I  find  I  muft  leave  thee  to  thyfelf.  

But  remember,  FinefTe,  Cleon  has  my  whole  heart, 
and  1  would  fufFer  a  thoufand  deaths,  rather  than— 

FINESSE. 
Truft  to  me,  madam  ;  retire  to  your  apartment, 
I  will  be  with  you  foon ;  I  have  two  fchemes  at 
prefent  in  my  head, — and,  a  propos,'here  comes  the 
Count;  I  fhall  begin  with  him, — Leave  the  room, 
madam,  quickly,  quickly.  [^Exit  Julia. 

SCENE  111. 

Enter    the  COUNT. 
FINESSE.  [Afide.'] 
Yes,  yes ;  we  muft  make  him  one  of  the  party^ 
that's  certain;  and  then  to  bite  the  biter  is,  I  think, 
very  commendable.    I  fhall  glory  in  it. 

COUNT    [To  himfelf.'] 
Ha !  this  is  lucky.    I  muft  make  her  my  friend. 
Mrs.  FinefTe  you  are  thoughtful. 

FINESSE. 
Lord  !  is  it  you,  fir  ?  I  was  mufing 

COUNT. 

Ay,  I  warrant  me,  fome  love  afFair.    Is  it  not 
fo  Mrs.  FinefTe? 

FINESSE. 
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F  I  S  S  E. 
Why,  you  know,  fir,  a  girl  of  my  years  mufl 
very  ftupid  indeed,  not  to  have  iomething  of 
that  kind  upon  her  hands.  But  pray  give  me  leave 
to  afk  you,  if  your  heart  is  perfedly  at  eafe  ?  I  think 
I  have  obferved  you  thoughtful  for  fome  timepafl; 
I'd  venture  to  lay  a  good  wager  that  forae  fair  lady 
has  found  the  way  to  

COUNT. 

rfaith  FineiTe,  ihou  vvould'fl  win ;  for  I  am 
really  in  love. 

FINESSE. 

Serioofly  ? 

C  O  U  N  T. 

Serioufly. 

FINESSE. 
Then  T  am  fure  you  muft  be  a  happy  msin  ;  for 
I  don't  know  who  could  (light  fuch  a  conqueli. 

COUNT. 
I  am  obliged  to  you,  Mrs.  FinefTe.  But  your  cruel 
mi  ft  re  fs !  

FINESSE. 
My  miftrefs !  why  to  be  fure  Mr.  Cleon  is  in 
pofleifion  there ;  and  I  am  afraid  if  you  have  fixed 
your  inclinations  upon  her,  you  may  go  near  to 
meet  with  a  difappointment. 

COUNT. 
But  the  greateft  conftancy  is  to  be  fhaken,  Finefle; 
and  a  woman's  mind,  you  know,  is  always  changing* 

FINESSE. 
I  judge  fo  by  my  own.  Come,  fir,  you  are 
handfome,  well  made,  and  of  a  rank  to  command 
refpedl ;  who  knows  what  may  happen  ?  many 
women  have  been  overcome  by  lefs  merit  than  you 
have  to  boall  of:  befides,  when  one's  own  intereS 
fides  with  that  merit,  it  feldom  pleads  in  vain. 

COUNT, 


220       The  SPENDTHRIFT. 

COUNT.    \KiJfing  her.] 

My  deareft  girl,  you  have  revived. my  drooping 
hopes. — If  I  can  be  fo  happy  to  have  your  afTiftance, 
I  doubt  not  of  fucceeding  to  my  utmoft  wifh,  and 
ihall  be  indebted  to  you  for  the  future  happinefs 
Of  my  life. 

FINESSE. 
But  do  you  really  and  truly  love  my  miftrefs  Ju- 
lia? Come,  fpeak  freely  and  without  difguife. 

COUNT. 

Love  her !  I  doat  upon  her  f  I  adore  her  1  and 
would  do  any  thing  to  gain  her  affedtion. 

FINESSE. 
Well,  I  fhall  put  this  ardent  paflion  of  yours  to 
a  trial. 

COUNT. 
But  in  the  firll  place,  my  fweet  girl,  let  me  know 
if  I  may  hope  for  your  good  offices  ? 

FINESSE. 
Why— I  have  but  one  fcruple,  and— — 

COUNT. 

Tell  it  me  quickly,  that  lmay  

FINESSE. 
Oh  !  it  is  but  a  trifle  indeed ;  but  fome  people, 

you  know,  are  fo  very  fcrupulous  1  am  afraid 

if  I  do  any  thing  for  you,  I  muH  oblige  you  to  be- 
tray your  friend. 

COUNT. 

Who  ?  Cleon  !  A  fool !  a  madman  ?  why  you  don't 
think  I  ihould  make  th«  leafl  fcruple  of  impofing 
upon  him  ? 

-r  I  N  ESSE. 
Lard !  judge  now  what  a  fool  I  am ;  do  you 
know  I  have  always  thought  there  was  fomething 

bafe 
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bafe  in  double  dealing ;  and  that  no  man  could 
betray  his  friend  without  bluQiing.  In  Ihort,  that 
nothing  could  be  more  noble  and  generous  than  to 
facrifice  every  thing  for  the  fake  of  friendftiip. 

COUNT. 
Mere  ftufF!  fit  only  for  old  women  and  children. 
F  I  NESS  E. 

Indeed ! 

COUNT. 

Ridiculous  to  the  laft  degree!  this  dry  cant  did 
well  enough  formerly  ;  but  now  people  are  grown 
more  falhionable  in  their  friendfhips.  Intereft  is 
the  only  tie  at  prefent.  Friendfhip  is  a  mere  name  ! 
a  found ! 

FINESSE. 
Well,  I  am  extremely  fond  of  this  new  fafhion  ; 
and  am  mighty  glad  to  find  that  honefly  and 
integrity  is  fit  only  to  be  laughed  at.    But  now  ta 
the  point. 

COUNT. 
Which  is,  that  I  adore  thy  charming  miilrefs  : 
and  what  is  more,  I  am  from  this  inftant  ready  to 
devote  my  foul  and  all  its  faculties  to  her  fervjcc, 
provided  I  may  only  be  aflured,  through  your  af- 
fiftance,  my  dear  FinefiTe,  of  meeting  with  a  return 
Co  my  paffion.  ' 

FINESSE. 
Without  making  you  any  promifes,  I  will  do  all 
in  my  power.  But  as  my  lady  is  a  little  open  to 
intereft,  the  only  method  of  gaining  her  efteem  is 
to  afTift  her  in  ruining  Cleon.  I  mean  getting  all 
his  money,  plate,  &c.  into  our  pofteifion.  You 
underftand  me,  fir. 

COUNT. 

The  very  offer  I  was  going  to  make,  if  you  had 
not  prevented  me.  If  that  is  all,  the  lovely  Julia 
is  mine. 

Vol.  I.  G  finesse. 
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FINESSE. 
Mighty  well;  then  I  have  nothing  to  do  but  be- 
gin my  attack  upon  Cleon's  purfe,  in  which  if  you 
properly  fecond  my  endeavours,  you  fhall  £nd  my 
gratitude  keep  pace  with  your  fcrvices  ;  and  the 
lovely  Julia  but  hufh,  here  comes  Cleon ;  re- 
member  

COUNT. 
Rely  upon  my  honour. 

[Finefl'e  retires  to  a  corner  of  the  fagel 

« 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  C  L E O  N,  P  A S QU I N  fallowing  hiui. 

CLEON. 

Tell  the  purveyor,  from  me,  that  my  houfe- 

keeping  by  no  means  fuits  my  condition  ;  I  defire 
he  will  not  be  quite  fo  parlimonious.  I  abfolutely 
blulli  to  alk  a  friend  

COUNT. 
Ohi  it  is  downright  fhameful ! 

CLEON. 

And,  d'ye  hear,  talk  to  him  roundly  upon  this 
head :  Mighty  pretty  that  I  am  to  live  as  if  I  was 
ill '  an  alms-houfe! 

COUNT.    [To  Pafquin.] 

What  fignifies  tafte  without  magnificence  ?  Tell 
that  fellow,  Pafquin,  that  his  mafter  never  thanks 
his  fervants  for  faving  any  thing. 

CLEON. 

Very  true  ;  I  matter  not  what  I  fpend,  provided 
I  make  a  figure.  I  love  to  excite  the  envy  of 
the  world. 

COUNT. 
Nothing  can  be  more  bafe  and  mechanic,  in  the 
family  of  a  man  of  tafte  and  fafhion,  than  oeconomy. 
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If  your  fellow  is  one  that  prides  himfelf  upon  that 
qualification,  I  would  advife  you  to  difcharge  him 
immediately. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Upon  my  word,  fir,  I  don't  think  he  is  faulty 
in  that  rcfpedl     He  is  everlaftingly  laying  out  mo- 
ney ;  and  then  he  keeps  open  houfe  for  all  comers 
and  goers. 

COUNT. 
So  much  the  better,  it  is  to  the  honour  of  his 
mafter. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Befides,  pray,  fir,  who  pays  for  it  ? 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 

Your  honour  to  be  fure !  but  as  I  hope  to  be 
Taved,  fir,  I  do  not  know  a  fingle  fervant  in  the 
houfe  that  does  not  ufe  his  utmort  endeavours  to 
fpend  as  much  for  your  honour  as  he  polTibly  can. 
C  L  E  O  N.    [Tahng  fnuff.] 

I  am  mighty  glad  to  hear  it :  they  pleafe  me  in 
fo  doing  ;  but  I  think  they  have  been  fomewhat 
-remifs  of  late. 

PAS  QJJ  I N. 

Why,  really,  fir,  that  is  the  fteward's  fault.  He 
pretends,  I  think,  that  he  is  Ihort  of  money  ;  and 
is  perpetually  reading  us  ledlures  about  our  extrava- 
gance, as  he  calls  it,  and  wafting  your  honour's 
fubftance,  and  a  heap  of  fuch  kind  of  flufF.  In 
fhort,  he  leads  us  moft  villainous  lives, 
C  L  E  O  N.    [To  /i?^  Count.] 

My  dear  friend,  I  wifii  you  would  rid  me  of  that 
rafcal. 

COUNT. 
Let  me  alone  for  that.    It  is  what  I  propofed  to 
do  ;  but  we  muft  take  time ;  for  you  muft  know 
that  I  intend  to  make  him  refund   before  he 
leaves  the  houfe.    I  know  the  fcoundrel  pei  JeftIv  ; 

G  2  "he 
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he  only  gives  himfelf  this  air  of  oeconomy  to  co* 
ver  his  own  pilfering, 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Why  truly  it  may  be  fo ;  it  is  a  common  trick 
with  thefe  kind  of  gentry.  I  hate  to  fcrutinize  into 
my  accounts,  and  the  fellow  knows  it.  To  eafe  my- 
felf,  I  have  left  the  management  of  my  whole  eftate 
in  his  hands ;  and  1  fuppofe  he  makes  a  fortune  out 
of  my  indolence.  I  mull  enquire  into  this  when  I 
have  leifure. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
But  he  fays,  fir,  he  cannot  go  on  without  more 
money. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

He  has  two  bonds  in  his  hands,  let  him  get  cafli 
upon  them, 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
The  people  he  employs  to  do  ^thofe  things  tclL 
him  they  cannot  get  them  difcounted  under  fifty 
per  cent. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
What's  that  to  me  ! — Is  my  chariot  ready  ? 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 

Yes,  fir,  but  there's  a  number  of  impertinent 

tradefmen  in  the  hall  who  want  to  fpeak  with  your 
honour,  and  fay  they  can't  go  away  without  their 
money. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

'Sdeath!  do  the  fellows  think  I  have  nothing 
elfe  to  do  but  to  hearken  to  their  impertinence  1  tell 
my  fervants  to  turn  them  out  of  doors. 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 
ni  go  and  make  them  all  drunk,  fir.    It  is  the 
only  way  in  the  world  to  flop  their  mouths. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Ay,  any  thing  fo  I  am  rid  of  them. 


PAsquiN 
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P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 
There  is  Mr.  what  ^'ye  call  him,  the  famous 
poet,  waits  to  prefent  your  honour  with  the  new 
work  he  intends  to  dedicate  to  you, 

C  JL  E  O  N. 

Ohl  he  may  carry  it  back  again;  I  have  no- 
thing to  throw  away  upon  fuch  kind  of  people  j 
they  are  pe-rpetually  haunting  me,  though  I  fly 
them  like  the  plague. 

He  throws  away  thoufands  upon  a  pack  of  fcoun  - 
drels,  and  will  not  give  a  man  of  merit  a  ihilling 
to  lave  him  from  ftarving, 

C  L  E  O  N.    [To  Pafquin,] 
What  do  you  ftay  for  ?  \Exit  Pafquin, 

Ha !  Fine/Te,  are  you  here  ?    \^eeing  Finefie.} 

FINESSE.    \In  a  melancholy  tone] 

Yes,  fir,  I  am  here,  indeed. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Hey  day  !  what*a  the  matter  with  you  > 

FINESSE.     [JVi^ir.g  ber  eya,] 

Nothing,  fir. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Nothing  !  what  do  you  figh  for  then  I 

FINESSE.     {S'tghing:\  , 

I  can't  help  it,  fir. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Well"^ — but  pray  what  is  it  afflicts  you  ? 

F  I  N  E  S  S  E.. 
Afflids  me,  fir  I  my  lady  1  my  poor  dear  lad'^f  \^ 
abfolutely  in  defpair. 

C  L  E  O  N^ 
In  defpair  L   At  what  ? 
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FINESSE. 
Oh !  fir !  I  can't  tell  you. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

I  muR  know ! 

FINESSE. 
It  is  ImpofTible,  fir !  I  am  forbid  to  mention  a 
fy liable  to  you. 

CLE  ON.  {Angrily,'] 

How !  make  a  myflery  of  any  thing  to  me  ?  I 
,don*£  underfland  this. 

FINESSE. 
It  is  no  fault  of  mine,  fir !  but  I  fhould  be 

turned  out  of  doors  the  next  moment,  if...  

C  L  E  O  N. 
Here,  take  this  jewel,    \Gimng  her  aringj\ 

FINESSE. 
Lord  f  fir  !  you  will  be  the  ruin  of  me, 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Speak  quickly !  eafe  my  impatience, 

FINESSE. 
What  can  I  do  ?  I  am  but  a  weak  woman  ;  yoa 
have  fuch  a  winning  way  \  and  then  I  can*t  bear 
the  thoughts  of  being  ungrateful  !  for  ingratitude, 
as  they  fay,  is  worfe  than  the  fin  of  witchcraft, 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Pry'thee  do  not  kill  me  with  fufpenfe. 

FINESSE.    [Burjiing  into  tears.] 

Well  then — if  I  muft — my  poor  dear  miftrefs, 
laft  night — loft  five  thoufand  pounds  at  ombre. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Five  thoufand  pounds  ! 

FINESSE.  ^SGhhing,] 

Ye— — -es,  fir. 

CLEON. 
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C  L  E  O  N. 
A  pretty  round  fum  I 

COUNT.  [rffFinefic.] 
Come,  come,  child,  don't  vex  thylelf  in  this 
manner  for  a  trifle ;  a  mere  nothing. 

FINESSE,     {Still ^ebbing  and  crying,  ] 

Very  true,  fir; — but  then  my  lady  can't  raife 
this  trifle :  debts  of  honour,  you  know,  fir,  mult 
be  paid; — (he's  prefs'd  for  the  money,  and  all  her's 
is  in  the  (locks ;  and  where  to  borrow  fo  much  in 
(he  world  Ihe  can't  tell. — Befides,  fhe  is  frightened 
to  death  for  fear  it  fhoald  come  to  her  father's  ears, 
— For  my  part,  I  did  all  in  my  power  to  perfuade 
her  to  apply  to  Mr.  Cleon  in  this  diiemma  ;  and  I 
warrant  you  fhe  flew  into  fuch  a  paHlon  with  me. 
How!  fays  fhe;  have  you  the  face  to  make  fwch 
a  propofal  to  me  !  get  out  of  my  fight  this  in- 
fiant. 

CLEON.- 

Faith  fhe-^as  in  the  right,  for  I  am  quite  out  of 
money  at  prefent,  FinefTe. 

FINESSE.    \Ra'Jlng  her  <veice  highsr  and  higher 

by  deg  egs.^ 

However,  when  I  found  her  pafTion  a  little  over, 
I  e'en  plucked  up  a  fpirit :  and,  madam,  fays  I,  I 
am  informed  from  good  hands,  that  Mr.  Cleon  re- 
ceived a  very  confiderable  fum  of  money  laft  night  i 
and  furdly,  faid  I,  your  ladyfhip  can  never  make 
the  leaft  doubt  that  he  will  ailift  you  with  what  you 
want.  You  know,  madam,  faid  I,  what  a  love 
Mr.  Cleon  has  for  you  ;  and  how  generous  fpirited, 
noble,  magnificent  a  gentleman  he  is.  Td  pawn, 
jny  life  he  would  be  proud  to  ferve  your  ladyQiip. 

CLEON. 

Well  1  and  what  anfwer  did  your  lady  make  ta 
this  ? 


FINESSE* 
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FINESSE. 
Why — none.  By  which  I,  who  underfiand  thefe 
matters  pretty  well,  can  plainly  fee  that  this  is  the 
lime,  if  ever,  to  foften  her  heart, 

C  L  E  O  N.  , 
Do'ft  think  fo,  FinefFe  ? 

FINESSE. 
Think  fo  [  I  am  fure  of  it. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

i  I  know  Julia  but  too  well ! — She'll  certainly  rc«» 
fufe  it, 

FINESSE. 
No;  not  if  preflcd  to  it. 

C  L  E  O  N,    [To  tht  Count.] 
What  think  you,  Count  ? 

COUNT.    \With  an  air  cf  indijf  rence,'] 

Who,  I  ?— why — it  is  worth  trying  however,—* 
Five  thoufand  pounds  can  never  hurt  you. 

C  L  E  O  N.  [Smi/ing.] 

And  yet,  you  know,  as  matters  ftand  at  prefent— 

COUNT. 

Well,  well,  go  back  to  your  lady,  Mrs.  FinefTe, 
and  tell  her  I  will  bring  her  the  money  to  make  her 
eafy. 

FINESSE. 
My  lady,  fir,  will  think  herfelf  very  happy  to. 
return  you  her  thanks  for  this  generofity.  Sir,  your 
very  humble  fervant  — 

[£;f/V  Fineffe,  making  a  loiv  courtefy. 
COUNT.  l^Afidt,'] 
What  an  artful  baggage  it  is  !  ftie  underilands  her 
trade  admirably  well. 

SCENE. 
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SCENE  VI. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Well,  what  think  you  of  this  pretty  me/Tage,. 
Count  ?  ril  be  hanged  if  Julia  did  not  know  of 
her  maid's  coming  hither. 

C  O  UN  T. 

No  faith  1  I  can  hardly  think  that.  But  I  am 
certain  (he  has  loft  confiderably,  and  cannot  but 
take  it  kindly  of  you  to  help  her  out  fo  readily,  as 
ic  prevents  the  uneafinefs  fhe  muft  have  fuffere^i  if 
this  affair  had  come  to  the  knowledge  of  her  father,, 
who  would  have  led  her  the  devil  of  a  life ;  for  you 
know  he  is  as  ill-natured,  proud,  haughty,,  brutal^, 
pafTionate  fellow  as  ever  

C  L  E  O  N. 

Hufh ! 

COUNT. 
'Sdeath  !.  here  he  comes,  I  think. 

C  L  E  O  N« 
Even  fo  j  and  muttering  to  himfelf  vio-lently.. 

SCENE  V!I. 

Enkr  the  BARON  \p.\:ho  Jlands  fcr  a  iKihile  fur^eying 

them  ^Uh  contempt.'] 
What  a  worihipful  league  !  a  fycophant  and  a. 
fool !  [advancing.']    So,  lirs,  your  fervant. 

CLE  ON.  {Smiling.] 

What's  the  matter  Baron  ?  You  feem  terribly  oiiC 
of  humour  methinks, 

BARON.  [Elumfy.] 

I  am  fo,  fir. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

But  why  fo  choleric  ? 

G  5  JARON^. 
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BARON. 
I  had  a  friendfhip  for  your  late  father. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
I  know  it  But  what  of  that ! 

BARON. 

And  I  muft  tell  you,  that  he  always  treated  me 
with  a  proper  refpedl.  He  had  a  due  fenfe  of  the 
friendfhip  I  Ihew'd  him.  He  knew  how  to  behave 
with  a  becoming  deference ;  and  never  abus'd  my 
favour,  as  you  have  done. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Oh!  you  are  come  to  read  me  a  ledlure,  I  pre- 
fume  !  and  would  have  me  think,  that  you  do  mc 
infinite  honour,  in  accepting  me  for  a  fon-in-law. 

BARON. 

If  I  was  to  fay  fo,  fir  1  fhould  fay  but  the 

truth.  But  this  is  not  the  bufinefs  I  am  come  about 
at  prefenl :  I  come  to  complain  of  vour  folly  and 
extravagance,  which  are  now  come  to  fuch  a  height, 
that  1  can  no  longer  put  up  with  them  ;  and— - 

C  L  E  O  N.  \f^nc€nt1gly^^ 

Why,  Baron,  you  are  pleafant,  methinks. 

BARON.    {In  a  rage.'] 

Pleafant !  'Sblood,  fir,  what  do  you  mean  ! 

C  L  E  O  N.    [To  the  Count.] 
Exa<fl]y  my  father's  tone  of  voice.    I  think  I 
hear  him  fpeak.    Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

BARON. 

« 

Poor  man  !  he  labour'd  and  toil'd  to  a  fine  pur- 
pofe,  indeed,  for  a  prodigal  puppy  of  a  fon,  to 
fquander  away  the  fortune  which  cofl  him  fo  much 
care  and  pains  to  fcrape  together. 

C  L  E  O  N.    [To  the  Count.] 

His  very  manner,  by  Jove  !  Ha  !  ha !  ha  !  Upon 

my 
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nriy  foul,  Baron,  you  hit  it  off  admirably  !  Why, 
if  my  father  himfelf  was  flanding  here,  he  could 
not  hold  forth  better:  tho'  to  fay  the  truth,  the 
poor  gentleman  was  fomewhat  too  long-winded  in 
his  ledures.  Odfo!  Baron!  I  aik  your  pardon! 
pray  be  feated ;  you  will  preach  much  more  at  your 
eafe. 

BARON,    [Tbrozotng  himfelf  into  a  chair.'] 

May  be  &,  may  be  fo,  fir  !  will  you  open  your 
ears,  then  ? 

C  L  E  O  N.    [Draivs  a  chair ^  the  Count  another,  and 

feat  tbemfehei  oppojite  to  the  Baron  ] 

Come,  let  us  be  feated,  too  ;  we  fhali  hear  much 
better.    Count,  I  defire  you  will  not  interrupt  the 

Baron.  [To  the  BaronJ  Well,  fir,  and  fo  yovi 

fay  that— — 

BARON. 
You  are  a  fool.    Thus  I  begin. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Go  on,  friend.  [To  the  Count]  The  poor  man's 
head  is  turnM  ! 

B  A  R  O  NT. 

In  the  fecond  place  then,  I  muft  tell  you,  that 
your  ridiculous  extravagance  draws  a  crolrvd  of 
fawning  fycophants  and  flatterers  about  you,  wha 
devour  you,  under  pretence  of  being  your  friends  5 
and  even  while  they  are  fed  by  your  folly,  and 
ciouch  with  the  moft  fervile  meannefs.to  your  fac«, 
laugh  at  you  behind  your  back. 

COUNT.  [Fiercely.'] 

And  pray,  fir,  who  are  thefe  fycophants  you  are 
pleas'd  to  hint  at  ? 

BARON. 
Yourfelf,  for  the  chief ! 

COUNT. 

Your  age  protefts  you,  fir !  oiherwife-  

BAROM. 
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B  A  R  O  N« 

I  am  one  who  fpeaks  the  truth,  without  referve  ? 
Perhaps  you  may  be  furpriz'd  at  that — but  fuch  is 

my  humour  I  and  another  thing  is,  that  I  fear 

no  bully-back  in  Chriflendom  ! 

COUNT. 
Mighty  well,  fir !  grey  hairs  are  a  flrong  prote<^- 
tlon ! 

C  L  E  O  N.    [To  /.^f  Baron.] 
Sir,  your  harangue  is  rather  of  the  longed  :  Are 
you  drawing  near  to  a  conclulion  ? 

BARON. 
I  am  juH  about  to  finifh. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Thank  heaven  ! 

BARON. 

I  have  only  to  afk  you,  Cleon,  if,  for  my  daugh- 
ter Julia's  fake,  you  will  change  your  way  of  life  ? 
 Confider,  you  are  haft'ning  to  your  ruin  I 

C  L  E  O  N-. 

No,  Baron,  I  will  not  change  my  way  of  life  ! 
I  have  already  fuffer'd  too  much,  from  the  mean 
avarice  of  a  father,  who  plac'd  ail  his  happinefs  in 
money ;  and  while  he  was  racking  himfelf  night 
and  dav,  to  hoard  up  immenfe  fums  that  he  had  - 
not  a  heart  to  make  ufe  of,  would  hardly  allow  m*e, 
who  was  his  only  fon,  common  neceffaries  ;  fo  that 
I  was  obliged  to  fhun  all  the  young  fellows  of  my 
acquaintance.  He  is  now  dead  :  Peace  be  with  his 
foul  !  and  all  his  fortune's  mine,  which  I  am  deter- 
mi n'd  !o  make  a  proper  ufe  of.  My  father  abhorr'd 
Hate  and  magnificence  ;  I  delight  in  them  ;  hefnud- 
der'd  at  the  thoughts  of  laying  out  a  fhilling  ;  I 
fport  away  thoufands ;  and  by  this  open,  generous, 
hofpitable  temper,  acquire  as  much  efteem  and 
good- Will,  as  he  did  contempt  and  hatred. 

^  BARON, 
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BARON. 
S  curious  lefTon,  this,  for  fathers ;  who  often 
grudge  themfelves  the  necelTaries  of  life,  to  fave  up 

a  fortune  for  who  ?  an  ungrateful,  an  idle 

fperidthrift ;  who  fhall,  in  fix  months  time,  fquan- 
der  you  away  more,  than  his  induftrious  parents 
had  been  thirty  or  forty  years  in  fcraping  together. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

But  my  good  friend,  the  Baron,  while  you  are 
holding  forth  in  this  curious  manner,  you  forget 

your  own  fon,  the  Marquis.  If  I  am  not 

miflaken,  he—  

BARON. 

Has  done  as  you  are  doing,  and  now  he's  a 
beggar,  as  you  will  be  e're  long.    He  was  deaf  to 

my  advice,   and  now  he  fmarts  for  it.  He's 

ruin'd  ;  and,  what  is  more,.  I,  his  father,  have  caft 
him  off !  Let  his  fate  be  a  warning  to  you.  Retrieve 
in  time,  and  

C  L  E  O  N.     [Taking  fruff,] 

Why — let  me  fee  Ay ! — about  forty  years 

hence,  I  believe,  I  may  retrieve. 

BARON.     [Ri/ir^g  up  angrily. '\ 

Forty  years  hence !    'Sdeath,  fir  !    this  is  too 

much  I  your  fervant.  But  before  I  leave  you', 

take  the  third  and  laft  divifion  of  my  ledure  ; 
which  is  this :  that  I  am  refolv'd  you  lhall  never 
have  my  daughter,  obferve. 

C  L  E  O  N.  [Smiling.'] 
Why,  does  fli«  depend  upon  you  ?  you  forget 
(he's  a  widow,  and  miftrefs  of  her  own  perfon  and 
fortune! 

BARON. 

You  fhall  find,  my  fmart  fir,  that  I  am  ftill  mailer 

of  both.  1  now  give  you  a  week,  from  this  day, 

to  alter  your  courfe  of  life  j  and  if  in  that  time  I 

do 
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do  not  find  a  change  in  you,  and  that  yoa  have 
clear'd  your  houfe  of  all  thefe  vermin  which  atpre- 
fent  infeft  it,  I  (hall  quit  you,  and  take  my  daughter 
Julia  with  me ;  who,  I  make  not  the  leaft  doubt, 
will  be  ready  to  obey  me.  Farewell ;  I  have  told 
you  my  mind,  and  leave  you  to  ruminate  upon  it. 

[Exit  Baron.] 

SCENE  VII. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

This  old  fellow  puzzles  me — for  I  adore  Julia  j 
and  would  facriliGe  every  confideracion,  to  

COUNT. 
And  fo  yoa  would  really  be  ridiculous  enough  to 
banifh  your  friends  and  acquaintance,  and  renounce 
all  fociety  for  a  woman  !  Fie  !  iie  !  Cleon  ;  behave 
more  like  a  man  of  fpirit  !  we  fhall  find  a  way, 
I'll  warrant  you,  to  pacify  the  old  fellow  :  leave 
that  to  me. 

CLEON.    [Embracing  bim.'] 

Dear  Count,  you  will  oblige  me  everlaftingly  t 

COUNT. 

Let  me  alone,  I  tell  you.    You  fhall  have  the 
wench,  and  your  way,  too.    Fear  not !  we'll  bring 
down  the  old  cuff's  fpirit ;  and  as  to  his  daughter, , 
I  have  a  way  to  fecure  her. 

CLE  O  N. 
Indeed  !  What  is  it? 

COUNT. 

Hufh  1  here  comes  her  brotheri. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  viir. 

\Enter  the  Marquis,  'voho  rum  and  catches  Cleon  in 

his  arms.^ 
MAR  QJJ  IS. 

Ha  !  my  dear  Cleon  !  I  am  overjoyM  to  fee  thee ! 

CLEON. 

Good-morrow,  Marquis.  Why,  you  are  quite 
brilliant  to-day  ! 

MAR  QJJ  I  S. 
As  you  fee,  my  dear  !  Why,  do  you  think  a 
yoang  fellow  of  my  age  and  figure,  with  this 
fhape,  air,  perfon  and  addrefs,  can  ever  want  a 
fupply  upon  occafion,  ha!  no,  no;  I  have  nothing 
to  do,  but  to  fet  myfelf  oiF  to  the  bed  advantage  ; 
love  does  the  reft,  my  dear.  Love  furnifhes  my 
purfe,  my  table,  and  my  vvardrobe.  By  the  help 
of  love  I  frequent  all  tne  gay  places ;  the  court, 
the  play,  the  opera,  balls,  ridotto*s,  concerts  ; 
where  I  make  as  good  a  figure  as  the  firfl  duke  in 
the  land  ;  and  all  this,  without  having  a  fingle 

{hilling  of  my  own.  Merit!  if  a  man  has  but 

merit,  you  know,  gentlemen,  he  can  never  be  at  a 
lofs. 

CLEON. 

Your's,  I  think,  Hands  you  in  excellent  ftead ; 
and  1  give  you  joy  of  it. 

M  A  R  QJJ  I  S. 

T  am  as  poor  as  a  pilgrim,  over  head  and  ears  in 
debt,  and  what  the  world  calls  ruined ;  but  be- 
tween you  and  me,  I  have  two  excellent  refources. 

CLEON. 
And  pray  what  are  thofe  ? 

M  A  R  QJJ  1 5. 
Women,  my  dear,  women  and  play ;  ever  fince 

1  com- 
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I  commenced  beggar,  I  have  lived  in  a  continual' 
round  of  affluence  and  pleafure.  Damn  me,  if  I 
was  in  thy  place,  with  fo  large  an  eftate  as  thou 
hafl,  I  would  make  all  imaginable  hafte  to  ruin 
myfelf,  that  I  might  be  quite  at  my  eafe — Follow 
my  example,  Clebn.  But  heark'e,  what  will  you 
give  me  for  the  good  news  I  bring  you  ? 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Let  us  hear  it  firft  ;  what  is't  ? 

MARQJJIS. 

Oh !  you  will  be  charm'd  with  it. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Well,  but  once  more,  what  is  it  ?  Tell  me 
quickly  ? 

MARQJJIS. 

Why  then,  in  the  firft  place  T  am  come  to 

make  a  debauch  with  thee — Secondly,  I  bring  a- 
large  company  with  me  ;  and  what  is  better  flill, 
all  chofen,  pick'd,  my  lad — [To  ^^6^  Count]  Your 
fair  coufm  is  o'tlie  number.. 

COUNT. 

Belinda  ! 

MARQUIS. 

The  fame  ;  by  heav'ns  fhe's  a  delicious  piece  ! 
fenfe,  wit,  fire  and  vivacity!  damn  me  if  I  am  not. 
over  head  and  ears  in  love  with  her. 

C  O  U  N  T. 

I  fuppofe  fo  [To  Cleon.]  I  can  afTure  you,  that 
you  will  be  charmed  with  her  acquaintance. 

CLEON. 

I  knov/  the  lady  already ;  ll>e's  reckon'd  a  beauty • 

M  A  R  QJJ  I  S. 

And  her  wit  is  more  fparkling  than  her  eyes;— 
but,  as  I  was  going<  to  tell  you,  we  have  made  a 
party  to  come  and  dine  with  you  to-d^y,  and  ex- 
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pe6l  to  be  elegantly  entertained,  I  aflure  you ;  fa 
pray  give  orders  accordingly ;  let  there  be  nothing 
wanting  that  can  regale  the  appetites,  and  raife  the 
fpirits — Thou  hail  fbme  excellent  Champagne,  we 
lhall  give  it  no  quarter.  Oh  !  how  I  love  to  fee 
the  liquor  fparkling  in  the  glafs,  as  if  it  was  all 
impatience  to  kifs  mie's  lips !  Why  Cleon  I  pr'y  thee 
Uian,  what  ails  thee?  you  feem  uneafy. 

C  L  E  O  N» 

I  am  fo.  Marquis.  Your  father,  I  thank  him— 

M  A  R  QJJ  I  S. 

My  father  I  why  fure  you  don't  heed  any  thing 
that  did  dotard  fays  ? 

CLEON. 

He  reads  me  fuch  le£l\ires 

MARQJJIS. 
StufF,  ftuft>  mere  lluiF — The  very  overflowings 
of  the  gall,  at  the  view  of  pleafures  he  cannot  en- 
joy  himfelf. 

CLEON. 
But  he  threatens  to  rob  me  of  your  filler ! 

M  A  R  Qj;  I  s. 
Well,  and  I  engage  to  reftore  her  to  thee  again ♦ 
ulia  loves  me,  and  I  can  do  what  I  pleafe  with 
er,  in  fpite  of  the  old  fellow.  May  I  never  be 
well  with  a  fine  woman,  or  win  upon  a  treble  card 
at  Lanfquenet,  if  fhe  is  not  thy  wife  within  this 
week.  Come,  come,  pluck  up  thy  fpirits,  be 
chearful,  drink,  and  defy  malice  and  old  age.  Ju- 
lia fhall  be  thine,  1  tell  thee ;  but  -a  propos,  before 
the  company  comes,  let  me  have  a  word  with  thee, 

[^Draiving  him  ajtde^ 
CLEON. 

Well  ! 

MAR  QJJ  I  S. 

Lend  me  a  hundred  pieces  \ 

CLEOlN'o 
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C  L  E  O  N.      [Offering  him  his purje.] 

There  is  twice  that  fum;  it  is  all  I  have  about 
me. 

MAR  QJLJ  I  S.    [Snatching  it  out  of  his  hand,] 

Well,  well,  give  it  me ;  it  is  fo  much  advance 
on  the  marriage  prefent. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
The  company  are  coming,  I  believe. 

COUNT. 
I  think  I  hear  a  coach. 

MARQJJIS. 

We'll  make  a  joyous  day  of  it ;  Til  be  as  drunk 
as  an  emperor. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
I  do  not  in  the  leail  doubt  it. 

[Marquis  /aies  Cleon  un^er  one  arm,  and  the 
Count  under  the  other ^  and  goes  off  Jinging^ 

MAR  QJJ  I  S. 

Cupid  and  Bacchus  my  gods  are. 

[JExeurA.^ 


End  of  the  First  Act, 
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ACT   II.      SCENE  I. 

Jn  ant chamber  in  Cleon'i  honfe. 

Enter  J  U  L  lA  and  F  I N  E  S  S  E,  at  different  doors. 

FINESSE. 

WHAT,  have  you  left  the  company,  ma- 
dam? 

JULIA. 

Oh  !  the  uproar  within  is  infupportable. 

FINESSE. 
Something  feems  to  trouble  you,  madam  ! 

JULIA. 

Have  I  not  fuiEcient  reafon  to  be  troubl'd  >  to 
fee  fuch  a  fwarm  of  (harpers,  of  both  fexes,  fools 
and  libertines,  as  are  encourag'd  here  1  My  tears 
would  certainly  have  betray'd  me,  if  I  had  not 
retir'd. 

FINESSE. 
So,  they  are  not  fat  down  to  table  yet } 

JULIA. 

No,  they  wait  fcr  half  a  dozen  frefh  guefls* 

FINESSE. 

And  pray,  madam,  who  compofe  the  curious  fet 
already  met  ? 

JULIA. 
Firft,  there  is  my  brother. 

FINESSE. 
Then  there's  noife  enough,  Tm  fur«« 

JULIA. 

Noife  !  there's  no  hearing  yourfelf  Ipcak. 

FINESSE. 
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FINESSE. 

And  ril  warrant  that  fuperanuated  creature,  Ara- 
minta,  is  one  of  the  number. 

JULIA. 

Oh  yes,  and  ihe  fits  ogling  her  infipid  gallant, 
Picquet,  who  thinks  her  a  nonfuch,  and  makes 
Urong  love  to  the  old  lady's  purfe ;  upon  the  flrengtk 
of  which,  he  perpetually  bets,  and  as  conflantly 
lofes ;  while  fhe,  with  a  fcandalous  fondnefs,  ruins 
herfelf  for  him. 

FINESSE.  ^ 
Poor  old  foul !  why  fhe's  fixty,  and  upwards. 

JULIA. 

And  then  to  render  the  groupe  more  infupport- 
able,  my  brother  has  brought  with  him  that  info- 
lent,  flaring  creature,  Belifa,  and  prudifli  Arfmoe, 
and  the  giddy  Belinda,  who  is  the  greateft  coquette 
breathing,  and  what  is  more,  a  fool ;  and  who 
lays  it  down  as  a  maxim,  that  it  is  quite  unfafhion- 
able  to  blufli,  fhe  darts  her  glances  at  Cleon,  who, 
as  he  always  does  at  a  new  face,  takes  fire  imme- 
diately, and  returns  her  look  for  lo^k.  In  fhort, 
there  would  be  no  end  of  reckoning  up  all  the  od- 
dities that  are  met  together  this  day,  to  eat  up 
poor  Cleon,  who  feems  to  be  highly  pleafed  witli 
the  honour  they  do  him.  But  1  had  like  to  have 
forgot  that  odious  wretch  Florid,  whofe  only  merit 
is  his  fuperlative  impudence. 

FINESSE. 
What,  jullice  Florid  1  the  overgrown,  debauch *d 
magiftrate,  who  m^ikes  a  god  of  his  belly,  and 
gets  drunk  before  dinner,  with  drinking  fmutty 
healths.  There  is  not  fuch  a  bare-fac'd  parafite  in 
all  Paris,  and  then  he  lyes  out  of  all  rule  and 
meafure,  is  for  ever  running  in  debt,  and  never 
pays  any  one  ;  a  worthy  companion  Cleon  has  cho- 
fcn  !  Florid !  • 

JULIAo 
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JULIA, 

Yes ;  and  he  has  juft  lent  him  a  brace  of  hun^ 
dreds. 

FINESSE, 
I  think  he  Is  turned  fool ! 

JULIA. 

Within  this  hour  he  has  dealt  about  fums  to  the 
amount  of  four  or  live  hundred  pounds.  He  feems 
to  pride  himfelf  in  outdoing  profufion  itfelf !  His 
purfe  is  open  to  every  one  who  choofes  to  make 
ufe  of  it. 

FINESSE. 
The  man  muft  certainly  be  a  beggar  in  a  few 
days. 

JULIA. 

He  endeavours  all  he  can  to  haften  his  ruin  in- 
deed. 

FINESSE. 
For  heaven's  fake,  madam,  let  us  no  longer 
keep  any  meafures  with  him  — But,  now  I  think 
of  it — have  you  touched  the  five  thoufand  pounds 
yet  ? 

^  JULIA. 

Oh  !  yes :  the  Count  brought  them  to  me  juft 
now. 

FINESSE. 

Well ;  fo  far,  fo  good.  You  fee  the  Count  is  a 
man  of  honour. 

JULIA. 
A  villain,  I  fuppofe,  you  mean. 

FINESSE. 
We  muft  wink  at  that.    It  is  your  bufinefs  to 
feed  his  hopes. 

JULIA. 

I  behav'd  rather  more  civilly  to  him  than  ufual. 
It  was  the  utmoft  I  could  bring  myfelf  to  do. 

FINESSE. 
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FINESSE. 
He  thinks  himfelf  fure  of  you. 

JULIA. 

He  will  find  himfelf  fhrewdly  miftaken.  But,  it 
cuts  me  to  the  foul,  Finefle,  to  think  that  Cleon, 
who  imagined  that  I  was  in  fuch  urgent  neceiTity 
for  the  money,  ihould  have  confulted  with  the 
Count,  before  he  could  prevail  on  himfelf  to  fup- 
ply  me  with  it ;  inftead  of  Hying  to  lay  it  at  my 
feet, 

FINESSE. 
Well ;  I  doat  on  this  piece  of  delicacy  !  If  you 
lov'd  the  man  indeed,  it  would  be  another  thing  ; 
it  might  polTibly  vex  you  then  :  but,  as  it  is  his 
purfe,  and  not  his  perfon,  you  have  a  paffion  for  ; 
what  fignifies  whether  he  gives  it  you  with  his 
hand,  or  his  heart  ? 

JULIA. 

Ah,  FineiTe!  how  little  do  you  know  your  mlf- 
trtfs  ! 

FINESSE. 
Not  fo  llctlc  as  you  imagine,  madam. 

JULIA. 

Notwithftanding  all  thy  conjedures  \  I  tell  thee, 
I  fbll  love  Cleon. 

FINESSE. 
Yes ;  for  his  money.    Indeed,  my  good  lady, 
I  am  not  fo  eafily  cheated  Vy'ith  fine  words. 

JULIA. 

Finefle,  I  (hall  abfolutely  be  angry  with  you,  if 
you  Itill  refufe  to  believe  me 

^  FINESSE. 

Nay,  madam,  if  that  is  the  cafe,  we'll  talk  of 
fomething  elfe  ! — I  am  no  lcr,gtr  furprii'd  to  lind 
money  fo  plenty  in  this  houfc. 

JU^1A. 


/ 
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JULIA, 

Why  fo  ? 

FINESSE. 
Why,  you  muft  know,  madam,  Cleon,  to  in- 
gratiate himlelf  more  into  your  efteem,  has  juft 
£)ld  an  eftate,  that  brought  him  in  about  three 
thoufand  a-year,  for  lefs  than  a  fourth  of  its  value. 
He  thought  the  bargain  had  been  carried  on  fo  fe- 
cretly,  that  nobody  knew  a  fyllable  of  it :  but  I 
had  it  all  from  his  man  Pafquin. — You  fmile,  ma- 
dam !    What  do  you  think  of  this  pretty  affair  ? 

JULIA. 

Think  of  it  ?  That  it  is  excellent ! 

FINESSE. 
Yes  ;  for  thofe  leeches  that  he  keeps  about  him 

to  fuck  him  dry.  1  proteft  I  am  amazed  at  your 

indifference  ! 

J^  L  I  A. 

Pr'ythee,  wench,  hold  your  filly  tongue  !  I  know 
the  whole  bufinefs. 

FINESSE. 
Indeed  !  And  pray,  have  you  feen  him  fince  ? 

JULIA. 
I  made  the  bargain  myfelf — I 
FINESSE. 
For  heaven's  fake,  madam  !    Why,  I  am  fur- 
priz'd  how  you  could  countenance  fuch  an  egregi- 
gious  piece  of  folly  !  fuch  a  mad,  ra(h~- 

JULIA. 
Oh,  your  furprize  is  yet  to  come  ! 

FINESSE. 

Indeed  ! 

JULIA. 

Moll  certainly  !  For  know,  that  the  perfon  who 
made  the  bargain,  only  lent  me  his  name  !    I  am 

the 
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the  real  purchafer,  and  have  the  writings  now  in 
my  hands.  The  eflate  is  mine  !  but  Cleon  does 
not  know  a  fyllable  of  this  f 

FINESSE. 
I  am  amaz'd ! — But  where,  in  the  name  of  for- 
tune, did  you  get  the  money  to  pay  the  purchafe  ? 

JULIA. 

Of  the  owner  of  the  eftate  ! 

FINESSE, 

Of  Cleon  ? 

JULIA. 

Yes.  The  magnificent  prefents  he  has  made 
me  were  more  than  fufficient  for  that  purpofc, 

FINESSE. 
Well !  this  is  really  a  new  flroke  ! 

J  U  L  I  A. 

Not  much  amifs,  I  think. 

FINESSE. 
To  buy  a  man's  eftate  with  his  own  money  !  .. 

JULIA. 

Could  I  apply  it  to  a  better  purpofe,  FinefTe  ? 
But  I  have  fomething  more  to  tell  you  yet :  tho* 
you  muft  promife  to  keep  it  a  fecret.  I  have  al- 
ready reimburfed  myfelf  in  part ;  and  intend  to 
get  ftill  more  :  and  leave  the  company  now,  only 
with  a  view  to  give  the  alarm  to  my  prodigal  lover. 
I  know  he  will  be  here  prefently  to  feek  for  me  ; 
when  I  intend  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  him,  and 
feign  a  refolution  of  breaking  off  all  further  con- 
nexions. This  will  put  him  upon  making  me  freih 
offers; — But,  hufti,!  he  comes.  Do  you  but  be 
ready  to  fecond  me/  You  (hall  fee  what  a  fool  I 
can  make  of  him.  I'll  warrant  me,  wench,  I'll 
get  the  purchafe  money  out  of  him,  and  fomething 
more  into  the  bargain. 

•  ^  SCENE 
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Enter    C  L  E  O  N. 
C  L  E  O  N. 

Really,  madam,  this  is  being  very  unkind — to 
leave  me  in  this  manner !  I  fhould  have  expeded  « 
that  you  would  rather  have  aliifted  me  to— — 

JULIA. 

To  do  what,  Cleon  ?  to  ruin  yourfelf !  Do-  you 
think  I  can  fee  you  thus  befet  ?  plundered  ! 
ftript ! — But  go,  ungrateful  man  !  I  find  all  my  en- 
deavours to  reclaim  you  thrown  away;  and  am 
determined,  from  this  inftant,  to  break  qS  all-— 

CLEON. 
To  break  with  me,  madam  ! 

FINESSE. 
Yes  lir  ;  and  this  very  moment !    My  lady  is 
quite  in  the  right.     I  Ihould  do  juft  the  fame 
myfelf. 

CLEON.     [To  Julia.] 
Is  it  thus  you  repay  my  fincere  afFedion  ? 
FINESSE.     [To  Julia.] 

Never  ftand  to  liften  to  his  fine  tales,  madam ; 
but  let  us  begone  inftantly. 

CLEON. 
What !  Finefle  my  enemy  too  ! 

FINESSE. 
Your  enemy  !  yes,  marry  am  I,  from  the  bot- 
tom of  my  heart. 

CLEON. 
And  for  what  reafon  ? 

FINESSE. 
A  pretty  queftion,  truly !    Why,  do  you  think 
I  would  have  my  lady  marry  a  man,  who  throws 
Vol.  I.  H  away 
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away  his  money  in  the  manner  you  do  \  who  fuf- 
fers  himfelf  to  be  plundered  from  morning  to 
night  ?  No,  no !  we  know  better  things,  I  can 
affure  you,  fir ! 

C  L  E  O  N.    \ro  Julia.] 
Permit  me,  only 

FINESSE.     \T^akwg  Julia  under  the  arm S\ 
Pi)  not  ftay  to  parley,  madam. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
I  folemnly  promife,  that,  in  a  little  time— 

FINESSE. 
You  may  keep  your  promifes  to  yourfelf,  fir; 
for  we  have  done  with  you  for  ever  l 

\PuJhiTig  Julia  from  iim."] 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Will  you  fee  me  die  at  your  feet  ? 

FINESSE. 
Juft  as  you  pleafe  for  that !  Come,  madam,  for 
heaven's  fake  !    [Pulling  Julia  to^wards  the  door,'] 

C  L  E  O  N.     [Hcldhg  her.} 

Adorable  Julia  !  

FINESSE.    [Seewg  Julia 

Fly,  madam !  or  you  will  undo  all ! 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Hold,  but  for  a  moment ! 

FINESSE.    [Obfer'ving  Julia  looking  tenderly  at  Cleoh.J 

Was  there  ever  fuch  a  woman  in  the  world  ? 

JULIA.-  [To  Qleon.] 

Are  you  v/illing  to  merit  my  lincere  afFedions  ? 

G  L  E  O  N, 

I  am, 

JULIA. 

Then  determine  to  pafs  the  remainder  of  your 
life  wUli  me  alone.    Let  us  fet  guCfor  yont  coonr 

•  u.  .'f  '/.  :  '     '  try 
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try  feat.  There,  bled  in  a  peaceful  retirement, 
you  will  learn  to  defpife  the  noify  pleafures  of  the 
town.  My  faith,  my  love,  my  hand  fhall  be  your's- 

FINESSE. 

I  have  heard  that  you  have  a  charming  eftate  in 
the  country,  fir,  with  a  fine  family  feat  upon  it ! 
a  noble  park  !  beautiful  fountains  !  and  the  moil 
enchanting  profpedl  !  And  then,  they  fay  the  in- 
come is  a  good  three  thoufand  a-year  ! — There 
will  we  go  all  together;  and  my  lady  and.  you 
will  live  as  happy  as  the  day's  long  ! 

JULIA. 

Let  us  fet  out  to  morrow  ! 

FINESSE. 

Oh  !  the  fooner  the  better ! 

JULIA. 
Why,  you  make  me  no  anfwer,  Cleon  ? 

C  L  E  O  N.  iAfide,-] 

I  fee  how  it  is !  I  am  made  a  fod  of !  Tliat 
rafcally  ufurer  has  betray'd  me  ! 

JULIA. 

Upon  my  word,  fir,  you  behave  extremely  gen« 
teel !  Is  this  the  return  you  make  to  my  too  frank 
declaration  ?  ungrateful  man  ! 

FINESSE. 
There  is  an  odd  notion  come  into  my  head, 
madam ;  ihall  I  fpeak  it  out 

JULIA. 

Yes,  yes  ;  out  with  it ! 

FINESSE. 
Why  then.  Til  be  hang'd  if  this  fame  eUate  is 
not  gone  !  fold,  madam  !  and  this  houfe,  I  fup. 
pofe,  will  follow  next.  So,  if  you  marry  him, 
you  may  go  near  to  keep  your  wedding  night  in 
the  ftreets. 

2  JULIA, 
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JULIA. 

Mad  man  that  thou  art !  ■ 

C  L  E  O  N. 

I  fee  plainly,  that  the  fellow  who  bought  my 
eftate  has  betray 'd  me  to  you. 

JULIA. 

Yes,  inhuman  wretch  !  I  know  the  whole  black 
myftery  !  and  (hall  this  inftant  acquaint  my  father 
with  this  fre(h  proof  of  your  regard  and  love  to 
me ! 

C  L  E  O         iHolding  her.'\ 

Ah  !  be  not  too  rafli  !  If  the  Baron  fhould 
know  it,  he  will  inftantly  take  you  from  hence  ! 
befides,  it  will  come  to  my  uncle's  ears,  and  then 
I  (hall  be  difinherited. 

FINESSE. 
Lord,  fir !  do  you  think  it  pofTible  for  a  woman 
to  bridle  her  tongue  !  When  I  am  obliged  to  keep 
a  fecret,  I  am  upon  the  rack  ! 

JULIA. 

How  can  I  anfwer  to  conceal  from  my  father—* 

C  L  E  O  N. 

If  you  difcover  me ;  dread  the  efFefts  of  my 
defpair  1 

FINESSE, 
Why,  what  will  you  do  ? 

C  L  E  O  N.     [Clapping  his  hand  to  his  fivord,} 

This  fword  fhall  lay  me  dead  at  her  feet ! 

FINESSE. 
Ay,  ay,  it  is  fine  talking  !  faying  and  doing 
are  two  things. 

^  C  L  E  O  N. 

May  heaven  renounce  me,  if  I  do  not  put  an 
end  to  my  wretched  life  this  inftant !    Yes,  cruel 

fair 
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fair  one  !  I  will  glad  your  eyes  with  the  pleafing 
fpedtacle  ! 

FINESSE.      \BIac\rg  berfelf  hefiveen  them,'} 

Come,  come;   let  me  manage  matters  ! — 
There  is  but  one  way  that  I  know  of  to  fettle  this 
affair,  and  feal  up  our  iips.    How  much  did  yea 
get  for  this  fame  eftate  ? 

C  L  E  O 

Thirty  thoufand  pounds. 

FINESSE. 
^  Thirty  thoufand  pounds  !  in  ready  money  ? 

JULIA* 
Yes,  that  I  am  certain  of. 

FINESSE. 
V€ry  well  I  And  how  much  are  yoa  willing  t'S 
give  to  make  up  matters  with  this  lady,  and  clap  ^ 
padlock  upon  her  lips, 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Whatever  fhe  fhall  think  proper. 

FINESSE. 
Why  then,  fuppofe  I  fay  five  thoufand  pounds  ? 
The  penalty  indeed,  is  a  mere  trifle  in  comparifon 
of  the  crime,  but  my  lady  is  tender-hearted,  and 
not  willing  to  dillrefs  you. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

I'll  inflantly  return  with  th_e  money.  \^As  he  is  going 
outy  FinefTe  places  herfelf  betuoeen  him  and  the  door,'\, 

FINESSE. 
You  have  doubtlefs  heard,  fir,  that  we  waiting- 
women  are  very  apt  to  be  talkative  ;  for  my  part  I 
muft  own  that  is  my  misfortune,  and  I  am  afraid 
that  

C  L  E  a  N.  {Smiling.} 

I  underftand  you.  [Exit, 

H  3  S  C  E  N  fi 
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SCENE  III. 

FINESSE  and  JULIA. 
Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  [T^ej  both  Jf  and  for  fometlm 
laughing^ 

FINESSE. 
Well,  certainly,  xnadam,  you  never  had  your 
equal  tor  dexterity  of  contrivance. 

JULIA. 

You  fee  Cleon  lias  not  the  leaft  fufpicion  of  ftiy 
having  been  the  purchafer. 

FINESSE. 
True,  madam,  and  you  may  have  obferved  at 
the  fame  time,  what  an  excellent  talent  I  have  at 
feconding  my  millrefs. 

JULIA* 

You  are  in  the  right,  Finefle,,  and  Cleon  will  re- 
ward you  for  the  pains 

FINESSE. 

I  was  at  in  cheating  him,  What  a  knack,  he 

has  at  throwing  away  his  money  \  But  after  all, 
madam,  do  not  you  feel  fome  little  qualms  of  con- 
icience,  for  having  thus  impofed  upon  his  unfufpcdl- 
ing  temper. 

JULIA. 

Not  the  leaft. 

FINESSE. 
Very  well  I  fo  much  the  better,  we  are  bocl^ 
agreed  then  ;  and  fo,  poor  Cleon,  take  care  of  thy* 
leif ;  we  fnall  fqueeze  thee  moil  heartily, 

J  U  L  I  A. 

At  leaft  I  intend  fo  to  do. 
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FINESSE. 

Well,  give  me  a  lover,  fay  I,  that  one  may  eafily 
dupe. 

JULIA. 

Provided  mine  was  a  dupe  only  to  irie,  his  con- 
dition would  not  be  fo  very  bad. 

S     C     E     N     E  IV. 

Re-enter    C  L  E  O  N. 
C  L  E  O  N. 

Here,  madam,  are  five  thoufand  pounds  in  bank 
notes,  \_Prefenti?jg  them  to  Julia.] 

FINESSE. 
They  are  good,  I  fuppofe, 

JULIA. 

Yes,  yes,  I  am  fatisfy'd  of  their  goodnefs. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

And  here,  Mrs.  f  ineiTe,  is  a  medicine  to  cure 
talkativenefs,  [Giving  her  a  furje.'\ 

FINESSE. 
Is  the  dofe  pretty  ftrong,  fir  ?  for — — ~ 

C  L  E  O  N. 
There  are  an  hundred  pieces. 

FINESSE. 
Well  I  am  glad  I  have  met  with  fo  learned  a 
phyfician,  to  hit  upon  my  diforder.  And  now  for 
the  medicine.  {Suiting  the  pur/e  in  her  pocket. '\  Ah ! 
I  find  myfelf  confiderably  better  already >  ,  How 
are  you,  madam  ? 

JULIA. 

Why,  fo,  fo. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
But,  raillery  apart,  are  we  now  ftiends  ? 

H  4  JULIA, 
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JULIA. 

Since  it  muft  be  fo  

C  L  E  O  N. 

And  you  will  not  mention  a  word  to  the  Baron  ? 

JULIA. 
Make  yourfelf  eafy. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
What  fay  you,  Finefle  ? 

FINESSE, 

Me,  fir !  I  have  almoft  loft  the  power  of  fpeech ; 
bat  before  I  become  quite  dumb,  allow  me  this 
lliort  piece  of  advice.  Try  all  your  fkill  to  cure 
yourfelf  of  your  own  malady, 

C  L  E  O  N. 
rU  do  my  utmoft  endeavours. 

JULIA. 

But  I  am  afraid  if  you  poftpone  it,  *iwill  be  too 
late. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Fear  not,  my  charming  Julia,  I  have  a  double 
reiource. 

FINESSE. 
Every  one  is  trying  who  fhall  plunder  you  raoft ; 
you  will  foon  be  ftript. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Stript !  impoffible :  Why,  am  I  not  heir  to  all 
my  uncle's  fortune? 

JULIA, 

That  is  true, 

C  L  E  O  N. 

And  you  know  he  is  an  old  fcraping  fellow,  that 
is  daily  accumulating  immenfe  fums  for  me.  I  only 
wait  for  his  death,  to  clear  off  all  my  incumbrances. 
Befides,  my  father,  before  he  dy'd,  fent  a  venture  of 

twenty 
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twenty  thoufand  pounds  on  board  afhip  that  is  now 
homeward  bound, 

FINESSE. 
I  have  no  great  opinion  of  thofe  water  fortunes; 
The  fea,  you  know,  is  a  treacherous  element. 

e  L  E  O  N. 

True,  but  I  have  lately  had  advice  that  Oie  was 
feen  within  a  few  days  fail  of  the  land.  Li  fhoxt|^ 
fortune  fmiles  upon  me,  and  ^ 

J  y  L  I 

Ah  Cleon !  truft  not  the  fickle  maid  too  far. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

No  more  with  moralizing. — You  know  I  pay 
nobly  for  the  liberty  I  am  indulged  with. — Smile  on 
me  then,  and  by  a  little  goodnature  repay  a  gene- 
rofity  that  wifhesto  know  no  bounds, 

J  U  L  I  A. 

Well,  if  you  are  refolv'd  to  ruin  yourfelf,  I  muft 
fufFer  it  I  think, 

CLEON*    \T:ji}^ng  her  hand.y 

But  do  yoQ  love  me,  Julia  ? 

JULIA.  [TerJerly.l 

Mdii !  I  fear  that  is  a  malady  I  cannot  be  cured  of, 

CLEON. 

A  malady  do  you  call  it!  You  at  once  delight 
snd  injure  me ! 

JULIA. 
Adieu  ;  I  will  no  longer  try  your  temper, 

C  L  E  O  N. 
But  will  yoa  not  rejoin  the  company  ? 

JULIA. 

I  will  be  with  them  prefently, 

H  5  Fiwsr!E,. 
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FINESSE.  [TeCleon.] 

Make  the  dofc  a  little  ftronger,  and  the  day  I» 
your  own.  \Exeunt  Julia  Finefle^ 

SCENE  V. 

C  L  E  a  N,  Mus, 

After  all,  I  do  not  know  what  to  think  of  JuHa. 
Her  temper  is  as  changeable  as  the  wind.  One  hour 
fhe  charms  me  with  her  fweetnefs  and  affability,  and 
the  next  damps  all  my  hopes  with  the  moft  cruel 
referve* 

SCENE  VL 

Enter  COUNT. 

COUNT. 

Cleon,  what  ails  you  ? 

C  L  E  O  N. 
I  was  thinking  

COUNT. 

Of  what  ? 

CLEON. 

Of  Julia. 

COUNT. 
And  does  that  make  you  melancholy  ? 

CLEON. 

Indeed  my  friend  it  does. 

COUNT. 

How  fo  ?  . 

CLEON. 

Why,  between  you  and  me,  I  fufpeQ  fhe  wants  to 
deceive  me. 

COUNT. 

What  reafon  have  you  for  fuch  a  fufpiclon  ? 

CLEON. 
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C  L  EON.' 
-  Becaufe,  tho'  J  am  perpetually  heaping  prefents 
upon  her,  fiie  never  appears  fatisfy'd. 

COUNT.     \?aufinl  for  fome  time.] 

Hear  me,  Cleon ;  I  think  the  thing  fpeaks  itfelf,  • 
■  She  certainly  intends  to  ruin  you,  and  after- 
wards to  leave  you.  The  late  infolent  behaviour 
of  the  Baron  her  father,  confirms  me  in  this  opinion: 
But  wliat  can  I  do  ?  I  have  frequently  lamented 
your  fituation  within  myfelf ;  nay,  I  have  often 
attempted  to  fpeak  to  you,  but  the  fear  of  offend- 
ing— 

CLEON. 

Oh  !  I  conjure  you  to  fpeak  out ;  reveal  to  me 
all  you  know  or  fufpedl;  your  friendly  account  m*ay 
convince  me,  and  I  nlay  perhaps  be  able  to  (hake 
off  my  chains. 

COUNT. 
You  may  perhaps  be  able  !  Why  do  you  doubt 
it  ? 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Yes,  friend,  I  fear  my  own  heart,  for  I  know  its 
weaknefs.  A  thoufand  times  have  I  refoiv'd  to  l?e 
free,  and  as  often  relapfed  into  my  former  llavery, 

COUNT. 

If  you  will  confide  in  me,  I  can  furnifh  you 
with  a  fure  method  of  breaking  Vv^ith  her  for  ever. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

It  will  be  hard,  I  muft  confefs,  to  lofe  the  fruits 
of  fuch  immenfe  fums  as  I  have  lavifh'd  upon  that 
ungrateful  woman.  But  be  it  fo,  I  am  contented 
to  punilh  myfelf  for  my  extravagance  and  fend 
credulity,  by  tearing  her  for  ever  from  my  heart. 
Do  you,  my  friend,  fupport  me  in  my  juft  refolves, 
and  lend  me  your  afliftance  to  gain  the  vi^ory  over , 
myfelf. 

COUNT-, 
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COUNT. 
You  know,  Belinda  ;  there  lies  your  cure.  Ccttld 
you  but  fix  your  afFedions  on  her 

C  L  E  O  N. 

I  mud  own  to  thee,  I  already  find  myfelf  dif- 
pos'd  to  own  the  power  of  her  charms ;  I  have 
tven  attempted  to  declare  myfelf,  but  did  not  dare. 

COUNT. 

Take  my  word,  fpeak  to  her,  Belinda  is  of  a 
moft  engaging  temper,  and  a  noble  and  difmterefted 
difpofition.  She  is  a  near  relation  of  mine,  and 
depends  only  upon  an  old  guardian,  whom  I  can 
manage  as  I  pleafe. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Why  cannot  I  gain  an  abfolute  empire  over  this 
heart  of  mine ! 

COUNT. 

The  more  it  would  play  the  tyrant,  the  more 
refolute  you  (hould  be.  Ha!  here  comes  Belinda  ! 
Is  there  any  thing  gloomy  or  ill-natured  in  that 
countenance  ? 

C  L  E  O  N. 

She  is  all  fweetnefs  and  aflability. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  BELINDA. 
BELINDA, 
So,  gentlemen,  I  am  glad  I  have  found  you, 
upon  my  word,  notwithflanding  the  company  within 
iire  extremely  numerous  and  agreeable,  yet  your 
abfence  has  thrown  a  kind  of  gloom  over  us  :  I 
come  to  feck  for  you  both  ;  pray  what  weighry 
concern  may  have  robbed  us  fo  long  of  the  pleafure 
gf  your  companies  ? 

COVNT. 
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COUNT. 

TVhy,  we  have  been  forming  a  proje<5l,  coufin, 

BELINDA. 
Forming  a  projed  \  Oh  I  love  a  projeft  of  all 
things  in  the  world.    But  pray  what  is  it  ? 

COUNT. 

To  get  a  hufband  for  you,  child. 

BELINDA. 
Piha  f  that  I'm  fure  is  an  idle  fcheme. 

COUNT. 

And  why  fo,  pray  ? 

BELINDA.    \LoQ\ing  tenderly  at  Cleon.) 

Why  ? — becaufe  becaufe  I  defpair  of  ever 

being  married  to  the  man  I  would  wifh  for  a  hus- 
band. 

COUNT.    [Apart  tQ  Cleon.] 
Do  you  mind  that  ? 

CLEON. 

Certainly.  [To  Belinda.]  Your  eyes,  madam, 
have  power  to  command  the  homage  of  any  heart. 

BELINDA. 
My  eyes  have  power  !  none  at  all,  I  afTure  you, 
fir  1  and  as  a  proof  of  it,  the  only  man  in  the 
world,  whom  I  have  a  regard  for,  loves  another. 
This  makes  me  extremely  miferable,  as  you  may 
fee  ;  and  I  declare,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  cry 
mod  bitterly,  did  I  know  how  to  go  about  it.  But 
fince  I  cannot  weep  for  my  folly,  I  muft  laugh  a^ 
it,  I  think.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  What  a  giddy  creature 
I  am  I 

CLEON. 

Ah  !  ceafe,  lovely  Belinda,  ceafe  !  thus  to  wrong 
fuch  heavenly  charms.  Can  it  be  poiCble,  that 
you  fhould  love,  and  not  meet  a  return  ? 
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BELINDA. 
Upon  my  word,  it  is  even  fo.  Ha !  ha  !  ha  f 

CLEON. 

But  who;  who  is  the  obje£l  of  this  happy  di- 
firefs? 

BELINDA.    \With  a  jerlom  ^/V.] 
Cleon,  you  are  the  laft  man  in  the  worldy  I 
would  tell  this  to. 

CLEON. 

And  yet  you  might,  with  great  fafety.  I  am  a 
difcreet  confidant. 

BELINDA.  ITent^erly.J 

Alas !  what  fervice  would  it  be  to  you,  to  know 
my  fecret  ? 

G  L  E  O  N.  [Eagerly,'] 
That  I  might  undeceive  you  !  that  I  might  con- 
vince the  charming  Belinda,  Ihe  is  beloved  even 
more  than  fhe  loves ! 

BELINDA.  [Ccquett{ng,1 
Ay,  ay,  you  may  compliment  as  much  as  you 
pleale ;  but  I  don't  believe  a  fyllable  of  it. 

CLEON. 

Whyfo? 

BELINDA. 
Biecaufe  I  am  but  too  well  aflured,  that  the  man' 
r  love  is  already  engaged  in  a  pafiion  he  cannot  get 
the  better  of :  And  yet  it  is  a  pity,  methinks  ;  for 
we  both  feem  made  for  each  other.  ,  His  temper 
and  mine  exadlly  tally.    He  loves  the  noify  round 
of  falhionable  pleafure  !  I  am  enchanted  with  it ! 
He  is  fprightly,  genteel,  well-bred,  liberal,  and: 
magnificent !  I  myfelf  have  fome  fmall  pretenfions 
to  the  fame  qualifications.   And  then  he  is  neverto 
be  put  out  of  humour ;  in  that  we  agree  to  a  hair.- 
He  never  cares  for  the  future,  but  makes  the  moft 
of  the  prefent  hour— my  favourite  maxim.  He 

loves 
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loves  play,  good  living,  high  expences ;  and  is  as 
free  of  his  money  as  a  prince — the  weaknefs  of  a 
generous  foul,  which  I  am  particularly  fond  of.  In 
fhort,  this  fame  man  is  the  very  counter-part  of 
myfelf ;  and  in  drawing  his  pidlure,  I  think  I  ant 
fitting  for  my  own. 

COUNT. 
I  fancy  I  could  match  your  piece. 

BELINDA. 
Indeed  !  Are  you  fare  of  it  ? 

COUNT. 

Ill  engage  to  do  it. 

BELINDA. 
That's  another  of  your  idle  fchemes.. 

COUNT.    [Pointing  to  Cleon,] 
This  gentleman  fhall  be  my  furety, 

B  E  L  I  N  D  A. 
And  that  gentleman  will  tell  you,  that  the  perfdn 
in  queftion  is  already  fo  deeply  engaged,  that. he 
cannot  free  himfelf. 

CLEON. 

Give  me  leave,  madam,  to  afTure  you,  that  you 
are  deceived  in  him ;  and  that  he  only  waits  for 
permilTion  from  thofe  bright  eyes,  to  declare  him- 
lelf  their  willing  captive. 

BELINDA.  irenderly.J 

Ah!  fir,  he  knows  not  what  he  fays.  He  has 
not  the  refolution  to— 

CLEON.    [I'aking  btr  hand,  and  kijftng 

By  heavens  he  has !  Thus  1  fwear  it  for  him  !^ 

BELINDA. 

Well,  then,  let  him  bring  me  a  heart  difengag'd' 
from  the  ill-plac'd  conne<riions  that  have  hitherto 
enflav'd  it,  and  I  won't  anfwer,  but  the  project  you 
was  fpeaking  of  may  be  brought  to  b^ar. 

[cleon. 
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C  L  E  O  N. 

May  I  promife  him,  then,  in  your  name-  ■ 

BELINDA. 
Truly,  I  think  I  have  explained  myfelf  pretty 
clearly.  We  have  already  fettled  the  preliminaries 
and  fo  I  ftiall  leave  the  Count  and  you  to  finifh  the 

remaining  part  of  the  negociation  A  word  to 

the  wife  is  enough ;  fo  your  fervant  We  fhall 

fee  you  within,  1  fuppofe.  Once  more,  your  fer* 
vant.  \Exit  Belinda. 

SCENE  VIIL 

COUNT. 
Well,  you  are  certainly  made  for  each  other, 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Your  coufm  Belinda  is  a  moft  accomplilh'd  lady. 

COUNT. 

Is  fhe  not  ? 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Doubtlefs.    Now  you  muft  aflift  me  to- — - 

COUNT. 

To  do  what? 

C  L  E  O  N. 

To  difengage  myfelf  from  Julia.  Go  to 
her  immediately,  and  give  her  to  underhand, 
that  I  have  conceiv'd  a  palfion  for  a  new  objedt : 
and  that  as  my  humour  and  her's  are  fo  very 
different— —— 

COUNT. 

You  need  not  take  fo  much  pains  to  teach  me 
my  leflbn  ;  I  know  what  is  neceffary  to  be  faid, 
and  fhall  fay  it  properly  :  but  I  think  a  little  policy 
is  to  be  ufed  on  this  occafion.  Let  me  advife  you,^ 
therefore,  to  fend  Julia  a  magnificent  prefent,  as 
douceur,  for  putting  an  end  to  your  connections, 

and 
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and  to  induce  her  to  confent  to  your  making  a  new 
engagement.    You  know  her  greedy  difpofition. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

An  admirable  thought,  my  dear  Count ! 

COUNT. 

And  fee  how  fortune  feconds  my  defign.  [Shelving 
41  cajket\  Here  are  the  jewels,  which  you  defign'd, 
fome  time  ago,  to  have  made  a  prefent  to  Julia* 
They  were  redeem'd  out  of  pawn  to-day.  Now 
thefe  will  I  carry  to  her,  and  prevail  on  her  to  ac- 
cept this  noble  £ne,  for  reftoring  you  your  liberty. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

By  Jove,  the  defign  is  excellent !  Well,  I  leave 
every- thing  to  you. 

COUNT. 

ni  go  to  Julia  this  inftant.  Do  you  re-join  the 
company,  and  I'll  be  wich  you  prefently,  and 
whifper  in  your  car  the  fuccefs  of  my  negociation* 

C  L  E  O  N.    [Embracing  bim,'] 

Thou  bed  of  friends,  I  am  indebted  to  thee  for 
my  peace  of  mind*  ^Exit  Cleon* 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  JULIA  and  FINESSE. 
JULIA.    [Speaking  as  Jhe  enters '"j 

Yes,  FinelFe,  I  will  return  again,  tho'  with  re- 
pugnance ;  but  I  mull  (hew  him  fome  little  com- 
plaifance. 

FINESSE. 
True,  madam  ;  and  make  him  pa:y  well  for  it. 

JULIA, 
Ha!  ha!  ha!  That's  my  intention. 

[Seei^ig  the  Count,  Jhe  is  going  out.] 


GOUNT^ 
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COUNT.     [Stopping  her.] 

"Whither  in  fuch  hafte,  madam  ? 

JULIA. 

I  was  told  that  Cleon  was  waiting  for  me. 

COUNT. 

You  was  mifinform'd  then^  madam ;  and  To  far 
from  that,  he  requefts,  as  a  favour,  that  he  may 
never  fee  you  again, 

JULIA, 

Never  fee  me  again  ! 

COUNT. 
Even  fo,  madam,  upon  my  honour. 

JULIA.    [Attempting  to  faji  by  the  Count.  J 

You  are  jefting  with  me,  certainly,  fir. 

COUNT.    [Holding  her.] 

He  himfelf  charged  me  with  the  meiTage. 

FINESSE,    [ro  the  Qo^nK.] 

What  the  deuce,  are  we  turned  off,  then  ? 

COUNT. 
Abfohitely  difmifs'd,  if  I  muft  tell  you  fo  f 

JULIA. 

For  heaven's  fake,  whence  proceeds  this  whim  I 

COUNT. 
He  has  conceivM  a  paffion  for  my  coufin  Belirxlar 

JULIA.    [Laughing)  and  going  toward:  the  dcor»]^ 

Oh  I  is  that  all?  Well,  then  

COUNT. 
Nay,  but  madam  I  the  affair  is  ferious :  every-thing 
is  agreed  o-n  between  them  ;  and  if  you  defire  a 
proof  of  what  I  fay,  look  here,  [J^e^'nig  the  cajket\ 
I  bring  you  this  magnificent  prefent  to  comfort  you 
for  the  lofs  of  your  lover. 

FINESSE.    [Going  to  take  the  CMjket.] 

Come,  come,  give  it  us.  count^ 
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COUNT. 
But  I  muH  make  myfeif  rightly  underdood. 
Thefe  jewels,  madam,  are  your*s,  on  condition 
that  yoa  permit  Cleon  to  follow  his  incli nations, 
without  any  interruption  on  your  fide. 

JULIA.  [HaugbtHy.] 

You  may  tell  him,  fir,  that  1  have  not  the  leaft 
intention  to  lay  a  reflraint  on  him  !  That  I  releafe 
him  from  all  engagements  he  had  with  m.e,  and 
leave  him  at  full  liberty  to  follow  the  didtates  of 
his  new  paffion  ;  and  heartily  w^ifh,  that  he  ma^ 
find  more  happinefs  with  another,  than  he  could 
li^'ith  me,  tho'  I  much  doubt  it :  And,  to  conclude, 
fir,  you  may  tell  him,  that  I  accept  of  his  prefent! 

FINESSE.    [rakir:g  the  cajket.} 

That's  right.  I  have  been  cfren  taught  to  refufe 
nothing ;  and  think  it  an  excellent  maxim. 

COUNT. 
Cleon  will  hold  himfelf  infinitely  oblig'd  to  yoa, 
jnadam,  for  this  generous  behaviour.  And  now, 
madam,  may  I  prefiime  to  declare,  that  I  fnould 
ti^eem  it  the  greateft  happinefs  in  life>  might  I  be 
permitted  to  offer  my  vows,  in  th«  room  of  that 
ungrateful  man  ;  whofe  blindnefs  to  fo  much  merit 
and  beauty,  juftly  entitles  him  to  your  hatred  and 
contempt.  I  know,  madam,  your  extreme  pru- 
dence ;  and  that  you  have  no  will,  but  that  of  your 
father.  If  I  have  your  permiffion,.  I  will  go  this 
inflant  and  fpeak  to  him, 

JULIA.  [Coldly^l 
You  may  do  fo,  fir  L 

COUNT. 
But  without  difguife.    If  I  am  fo  happy  to  get 
the  Baron's  confent,  may  I 

JULIA. 

Ifliall  then  g.ive  you  my  anfwer,  fir. 

COUNT, 
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COUNT. 
That  is  enough,  madam :  And  in  the  pleafing 
hopes  that  your  confent  will  follow,  I  ihall  leave 
nothing  untry'd  to  gain  the  Baron's. 

{Exit  Countr 

SCENE  X. 

JULIA. 

Yes,  yes ;  if  you  can  get  his  confent,  you  {hall 
have  mine,  I'll  affure  you.    The  dilTembler  f 

FINESSE^ 
But  after  all,  madam,  are  you  not  jealous  af 
Belinda  ? 

JULIA. 
Not  I,-  indeed ! 

FINESSE. 
And  yet,  to  be  difcarded  I  turn'd  off!  There  5» 
fomething  mortifying  in  that  \  I  cannot  but  fay,  S 
am  vcxt  at  it  to  my  heart. 

JULIA. 

And  I  laugh  at  it  very  heartily,  *Plhaw  !  wench^ 
this  is  only  one  of  the  Count's  tricks  I 

FINESSE. 
But  if  Cleonfhould  

JULIA. 

There's  nothing  in  it,  I  tell  you  >  I  can  bring 
him  back  a  fuppliant  at  my  feet,  whenever  I  pleafe. 
There's  a  power  in  virtuous  love,  that  no  heart  can 
wilhftand. 

FINESSE.    [Opening  the  cajhet.'] 

Well  I  happen  what  may,  here's  our  comfort  Hill  I 

J  U  L  I  A. 

Go  find  out  my  father ;  we  mull  acquaint  him 
with  the  Count's  defign  before-hand,  and  prepare 
him  for  a  proper  anfvver  y  which  will  require  fome 
confideration.  ^  finesse.. 
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FINESSE. 
Never  fear,  madam  ;  we'll  beat  this  traytor  with 
his  own  weapons.  The  man  who  betrays  his  friend, 
iieferves  to  be  himfelf  betray'd. 

And  all  muft  own,  'tis  honefty  to  cheat 
The  wretch,  who  makes  a  merit  of  deceit. 

\Exeuntl 

End  of  the  Third  Act. 


ACT   III.     SCENE  L 

A  Hall  in  Cleon's  Houfe. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 

MERCY  on  us !  what  a  revel-rout  have  we 
within  !  One  would  think  hell  itfelf  was 
broke  loofe ;  there  is  fuch  a  profufion  of  vi£luals 
and  drink  of  all  kinds,  that,  o'  my  confcience, 
I  believe  it  would  fupply  a  little  town  for  a  week  ! 
No  lefs  than  fixty  different  difhes ;  every  one  more 
expenfive  than  the  other  !  The  richeft  wines,  as 
plenty  as  water !  A  band  of  between  thirty  and 
forty  muficians,  with  empty  bellies,  and  purfes,  all 
waiting  to  be  filled  at  our  expence !  ■  ■■-And  as  for 
the  guells ;  the  men  are  all  half  feas  over,  '  and 
making  love  to  the  women  ;  whofe  tongues  run 
beyond  all  meafure :  while  Cleon,  as  if  he  was 
fearful  they  would  not  devour  him  faft  enough,  is 
perpetually  urging  the  glafs  ;  and  propofing  new 
healths  !  Heavens  knows  where  all  this  will  end  I 
But  I'm  a  fool !  It  is  plain  enough  where  it  muft 
end  in  my  poor  mailer's  ruin  ! 


SCENE 
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SCENE  11. 

Enter  FINESSE. 

FINESSE. 
Pafquln  !  what  art  thou  doing  here  alone  ? 

PAS  Q^u  I  N. 
I  am  ruminating,  Mi5.  Finefle,  upon  the  pre- 
cious management  of  my  mafter  !    Oh !  fuch  a 
madman  !  fuch  a  blunderbufs ! 

FINESSE. 
Well !  and  does  that  afflia  thee  ? 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Affli£l  me,  FineiTe  !  Can  I  fee,  without  concern, 
this  heedlefs  man  fquandering  away  his  fubftance 
in  the  manner  he  does  ?  Why,  if  he  had  the 
riches  of  Crsefus  they  would  not  be  fufficient  for 
him! 

FINESSE. 

Come,  come,  Pafquin  ;  be  advis'd  by  me  : 
make  the  moil  of  your  mafter's  folly !  The  fable 
of  the  dog,  you  was  quoting  to  me  juft  now,  has 
made  an  imprellion  upon  me.  And  I  think  there  is 
nothing  in  nature  fo  ridiculous,  as  vexing  one's  felf 
about  other  peoples  ill  management.  I  know  af- 
fairs go  bad  enough  at  your  houfe,  to  be  fure ; 
but  then  we  are  gainers  by  \X\  and  that  comforts 
me. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
What  a  compafTionate  creature  you  are,  Mrs. 
FinefTe ! 

FINESSE. 
I  had  fome  few  filly  fcruples  at  flrft,  I  muJft  own  ; 
but,  thank  heav'n,  I  am  perfe(5tly  cured  of  them 

IIOW. 

PASQUIN. 


t?^  SPENDTHRIFT^  xbi 


PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
And  your  miftrefs  too,  I  fancy      Oh  !  Ihe  has 
an  excellent  knack  at  fleecing  ! 

FINESSE. 
She's  a  very  cormorant  in  point  of  gain !  She 
fmiles,  frowns,  wheedles,  reproaches,  breaks  off, 
and  is  reconciled  again,  juft  as  fhe  finds  it  fuits 
her  intereft  !  But,  what  is  beft  of  all,  the  Count! 
only  think  of  that,  Pafquin  !  the  Count  employs 
all  his  addrefs  in  our  favour, 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Well !  you'll  be  no  lofers  by  that ! 

FINESSE. 
You  know^  I  fuppofe,  that  Gripe,  your  fteward, 
IS  a  molt  confuriimate  rafcal ! 

PAS  QJJ  I  N, 
Yes,  yes,  that's  pretty  clear ;  but  what  then  ? 

FINESSE. 

Why,  the  Count  threatened  hard  to  lay  him 
by  the  heels,  if  he  did  not  give  a  very  good 
account  of  the  fams  which  he  has  had  the  ma- 
nagement of:  and  Mr.  Gripe,  who  is  very  fen- 
fible  that  he  richly  deferves  hanging,  has  thought 
proper  to  compromife  the  matter ;  and,  by  the 
Count's  orders,  has  juft  brought  my  miflrefs  a  few 
thoufands,  which  are  to  be  allowed  him  in  part  of 
huih -money,  upon  promife  of  a  fecond  payment, 
Jn  confequence  of  this,  Cleon  is  to  be  perfaaded 
to  fign  his  accounts,  and  acknov/ledge  Mr.  Gripe 
to  be  an  honeft  fervant.  And  this  is  the  bargain  . 
that  has  been  made  between  the  count  and  him. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 

And,  pray,  which  is  the  greateft  cheat  of  you 
four  ? 


FINBSSS. 

-A 


ttS      ne  SPENDTHRIFT. 

E  I  N  E  S  S  E. 
Pfha  !  what  a  formal  queftion  is  that,  my  dear 
Pafquin  !  — Now-a-days,  people  confider  only 
What  is  to  be  got ;  and  not.  How  it  is  to  be  got ! 

PAS  (ly  I  N. 
Your  miftrefs,  I'm  fure,   flicks  clofe  to  that 
maxim  :  the  honell  gentlewoman  leaves  confcience 
to  fools ! 

FINESSE. 
My  miftrefs,  Mr.  Pafquin,  thinks  fhe  adls  upon 
very  juft  principles.   In  fhort,  her  greateft  pleafurc 
is  the  thoughts  of  ruining  Cleon,  in  order  to  pre- 
fcrve  him  froiti  being  ftript  by  others, 

PAS  CLU  I  N. 
Ay,  ay  ;  fine  talking  !  but  it  will  be  a  great 
while  before  you  can  perfuade  me  to  believe  the 
truth  of  what  you  fay !    However,  time  will  fliew, 
and  we  are  not  far  from  the  trial,  I  believe. 

FINESSE. 

Truly,  I  believe  fo  ! 

PAS  qjj  1  N. 

My  mafter,  poor  man,  is  upon  his  laft  legs ! 
Nay,  he  is  abfolutely  ruin'd  !  He  ftill  makes  a 
figure  indeed ;  but,  what  then  ?  it  is  like  an  ex- 
piring flame.    Only  obferve  how  he  games  !  Stake 

what  you  will,  he'll  tally !  And  then  he's  fuch 

a  dupe,  that  an  infant  may  cheat  him  to  his  face  ! 
Now,  is  it  pofTible  that  any  fortune  can  ftand  this  ; 
efpecially  when  a  man  is  befet  with  a  crowd  of 
cutpurfes  like  thofe  that  frequent  our  houfe  ? 

FINESSE. 
Odfo  !   my  lady  muft  come  in  for  her  fhare ! 
Ihe  is  miftrefs  of  every  kind  of  game  !  and  then, 
her  good  luck  is  equal  to  her  fkill  ! 


PASQUIN^ 
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PAS  CLU  I  N. 

But  I  hear  that  my  mafter  has  broke  off  with 
her, 

FINESSE. 
P(ha  !   we  give  ourfelves  little  trouble,  about 
that.    Befides,  a  gaming  table  is  free  for  every- 
one, you  know. 

PAS  QJJ  IN. 
Well  faid !  go  on  !  go  on  !  knock  up  the  poor 
man  at  once  !  Others  have  indeed  wounded  him  ; 
but  your  miilrefs  gives  the  home  ftab  !  And  yet, 
if  his  uncle  would  but  be  fo  obliging  to  die  out 
of  the  way,  Cleon  might  recover  himfelf!  But, 
pox  take  the  old  curmudgeon  j  he  has  fo  often 
difappointed  us  1 

FINESSE. 
For  my  part,  I  think  there  dught  to  be  a  law  to 
prohibit  fuch  ufelefs  old  muckworms  from  living 
beyond  threefcore  !    Your  rich  fathers  and  uncles 
never  know  when  to  die.  • 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
Ours  is  one  of  thofe :  once  or  twice  a  year,  at 
leaft,  he's  at  the  laft  gafp  !  and  then,  away  a  cou- 
rier is  difpatched  to  acquaint  us  with  the  news  ! 
when,  juft  as  we  are  ready  to  fet  out  to  fee  him 
fafe  under  ground,  comes  another  meffenger,  with 
the  melancholy  tidings,  that  he  is  got  better  again ! 
and  yet  he  has  two  phyficians  conilantly  attending  ~ 
him. 

FINESSE. 
Two  phyficians !  and  not  able  to  kill  him  ? 
why,  the  man  furely  will  never  die  I 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 

I  am  not  quite  eafy  about  him  at  piefent.  I 
have  been  informed  he  is  in  town.  Now,  if  the 
old  hunks  fliould  come  and  find  thefe  fine  doings 

Vol.  I.  I  going 
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going  on  within  ;  he,  who  leads  the  moft  mife- 
rable  ftingy  life  in  nature,  would  inllantly  difin- 
herit  his  nephew. 

FINESSE. 
No  doubt  of  it !  and  therefore  you  fhould  hit 
upon  fome  method  to  prevent  him 

PAS  QJJ  I N. 
Zounds !  airs  over  with  us !  yonder  he  comes  ! 
Who  the  devil  expedled  the  old  fcoundrel  fo  foon  ? 
I  fuppofe  he  has  got  wind  of  fomething,  and  is 
come  to  furprize  us  !  What  can  I  fay  to  him  ? 
FinefTe,  you  mull  help  me  out . 

FINESSE. 

rU  do  my  beft.  He  is  talking  to  himfelf :  let 
us  retire  a  while  and  Men. 

[They  go  to  a  corner  of  the  Jlage,"] 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  M  O  N  E  Y  L  O  V  E.    [As  not  feeing  them.] 

MONEYLOVE. 
I  have  a  great  curiofity  to  fee  if  my  nephew  is 
really  fo  much  reformed  as  he  pretends  to  be  in 
his  letter ;  for,  faying  and  doing,  now-a-days,  arc 
two  different  things. 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N,  [4fi^d.] 
Yes,  faith  are  they,  old  fquare-toes ! 

MONEYLOVE. 
If  I  take  his  word  for  it,  he  lives  like  a  her- 
mit.   Ah  !  how  happy  Ihould  I  be  to  find  it  true  ! 

PAS  QJJ  I  N.   [To  FinefTe.] 
This  is  our  cue ;  and  we  muft  make  the  moft  of 
it.    This  old  fellow  muft  be  fent  out  of  the  way 
fome  how  or  other ! 


FINESSE. 
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FINESSE, 
Begin  ;  Til  fecond  you. 

M  O  N  E  Y  L  O  V  E. 
If  he  has  imposed  upon  me,  Til  never  fee  his 
face  again  ;   and  not  only  fo,  but  FU  difinherit 
him,  and  give  my  eftate  to  fomebody  who  knows 
how  to  make  a  proper  ufe  of  it. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N.    ^Afidt  to  Finefle.] 
It  is  juft  as  I  told  you. 

FINESSE. 
We  muft  lofe  no  time. 

PAS  QU  I N. 

Let  us  accoft  him  then  !  but  it  muft  be  In  a 

very  fubmilfive  and  alFedionate  manner.  [Runs 

to  him,  and  ktjjes  his  hand?^  Dear  Mr.  Moneylove  ! 
my  good  old  mafter !  is  it  you  ? 

FINESSE.    \T:a\ing  the  other  hand.] 

How  happy  I  how  tranfported  am  I  to  fee  you  ! 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
The  very  fight  of  you  brings  tears  of  joy  into 
my  eyes  5 

MONEYLOVE. 
Good  day  to  you  !  good  day  to  yon  both  ! 
Well,  and  how  does  my  nephew  ?  ha !  how  does 

P  A  S  QU  I N. 
On  the  mending  hand,  fir. 

MONEYLOVE. 

On  the  mending  hand !  Why— why— has  he 
been  ill  ? 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 

Yes,  fir;  a  little  out  of  order.  Well,  in  my 

mind,  this  fame  ftudy  is  a  rafcally  bufinefs !  and 
yet  there  is  no  perfuading  him  from  it !  Do  you 
know,  fir,  that  my  mafter  kills  himfelf  wkh  ftudy  ? 

I  2  Night 
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Night  and  day,  day  and  night,  is  he  perpetually 
poring  over  a  book  ! 

MONEYLOVE. 
Well,  fo  much  the  better  !  fo  much  the  better! 
I  am  overjoyM  to  hear  it  1  tho'  I  mull  own  it  is 
what  I  did  not  expedl ! 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 
But  he  has  greatly  impaired  his  health,  fir,  by 
too  much  application ;  tho',  thank  God,  he  is  a 
good  deal  better  now, 

MONEYLOVE.  ^ 
And  yet  he  never  wrote  me  word  that  he.Jiad 
been  ill ! 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 

Wrote  you  word  !  I  fancy  not  indeed  !  No, 

nOf  

MONEYLOVE. 
And  why  not  ? 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
What,  affli^l  his  dear  uncle  !  run  the  rilk  of  in- 
juring a  health  that  he  prizes  more  than  his  own 
life  1   an  uncle  for  whom  he  has  fo  much  regard, 

love,  and  tendernefs  !  Only  afk  Mrs.  FinefTe 

here,  how  much  

FINESSE. 

Indeed,  fir,  I  think  fmce  he  has  lived  in  this 
retir'd  way,  he  loves  you,  if  poflible,  better  than 
ever.  Upon  my  word,  fir,  fuch  nephews  are  not 
to  be  found  every  day  !  He's  worth  his  weight  in 
gold  !  I  muft  fay  that  for  him. — Alk  Mr.  Pafquin, 
elfe  ? 

MONEYLOVE. 

Lud  !  you  overwhelm  me  with  joy  :  and  fo  my 
nephew,  my  boy  Cleon,  is  grown  flaid  and  fober, 
is  he  Pafquin  ?  And  has  left  off  his  idle  rakehelly 
ways,  has  he  ?   Ha  1  FineiTe. 

FINESSE. 
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FINESSE. 
Oh !  fir !  there  never  was  fuch  a  change !  He'^ 
become  the  moll  grave,  tradable,  prudent,  dis- 
creet  

MONEYLOVE. 
Well,  well ;  I  profefs  I  am  glad  to  hear  of  this  ; 
I  am  from  the  bottom  of  my  foul !  but  all  this 
time  you  have  faid  nothing  to  me  of  his  oeconomy, 
of  his  frugality,  Fineffe:  there's  the  main  point! 
that  is  the  fum  of  all  virtues !  frugality  I 

FINESSE. 
Oh  !  as  for  that,  fir — I  think  he  carries  that  ra- 
ther  too  far  j  quite  to  a  degree  of  covetoufnefs, 

MONEYLOVE. 
Why  you  don't  tell  me  fo  ? 

FINESSE. 
Nay,  fir,  don't  take  my  word  for  it;  afk  his 
man  here  ? 

PAS  C^U  I  N. 
It  is  very  true,  indeed,  fir ;  he  is  grown  abfb- 
lutely  Aingy,  if  I  may  take  the  liberty  to  fay  fo  of 
a  gentleman  who  is  my  mafler. 

MONEYLOVE. 
Oh  !  bleflings  on  him! — and  now  this  is  called  s 
vice  in  him,  I  fuppofe. 

FINESSE. 

Lord  !  fir ! 

MONEYLOVE. 
However,  in  my  opinion,  the  pleafure  of  getting 
money  infinitely  furpaffes  that  of  fpending  it. 

PAS  (XV  I  N. 
That  is  exadly  his  dodlrine  to  us. 

MONEYLOVE. 
Why,  Pafquin,  if  what  you  fay  is  true,  he  is 
quite  another  man  to  what  he  was, 

I  J  *  PASQJJIN* 
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PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
That  he  is,  indeed  Sir.    Do  you  know  that  at 
prefent  he  goes  by  the  name  of  the  young  mifer 
amongft  all  his  acquaintance  ? 

MONEYLOVE. 
Ah  !  you  are  flattering  me  now. 

FINESSE. 
We,  fir  I  we  flattering  you !  I  declare  to  yoti 
upon  my  chaftity,  that  he  is  almoli  as  fond  of  mo- 
ney as  yourfelf ;  and  I  am  fure  that  is  faying  a 
great  deal. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
By  my  faith  is  it  I 

MONEYLOVE.    [^plng  his  eyes.] 
I  proteft  I  am  ready  to  weep  for  joy  ! — Let  me 
fee  him  this  inflant,  I  long  to  embrace  him.  [going, 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N    [Stopping  him,  ] 

Sir !  fir  !  pray,  fir,  don't  go  in  juft  now  I  beg  of 
vou. 

MONEYLOVE. 
Not  go  in  !  why  fo  ? 

P  A  S  QU  I  N.    [In  confufion,] 

Why,  fir  L  — becaufe  —  becaufe — Mrs.  Finefle 
here  will  tell  you  the  reafon. 

FINESSE. 
Why,  fir — you  muft  know  he — he — he — has  taken 
to  a  ftrange  cuflom  of  late  of  fitting  up  all  night 
long  at  his  ftudies,  and  will  not  allow  himfelf  a 
wink  of  fleep,  only  juft  a  little  nap  after  dinner. 

MONEYLOVE. 
The  more  you  tell  me  concerning  my  nephew, 
the  more  I  am  amaz'd.    I  cannot  conceive  how  this 
change  came  about  ;  for  he  ufed  always  to  have  a 
mortal  averfion  to  books  and  ftudy  ;  and  now  to 

pafj 
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pafs  whole  nights  in  reading!— It  is  paft  all  con- 
ception ! 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
True,  fir!  but  what  I  think  more  furprizing 
than  all  the  reft  is,  that  from  a  fpendthrift,  a  mere 
prodigal,  he  ftiould  have  turned  fo  faving. 

FINESSE. 
God  knows,  man  is  a  changeable  animal ;  unac- 
countable in  all  his  ways  ! 

MONEYLOVE. 
But,  methinks,  there  would  be  no  fuch  matter  in 
waking  him  for  me  — I  am  refolved  to  fee  him, 
and  fo  let  us  go  in  at  once. 

FINESSE.    [Holditig  him,'] 
But  confider  a  little,  dear  fir ;  can  you  find  in 
your  heart  to  interrupt  his  nap  ? 

MONEYLOVE. 

Ay,  marry  can  I ! 

P  A  S  QU  I  N.    [HM'ng  him  on  the  other  ftde.'] 

Give  me  leave,  fir. — To  waken  a  perfon  fo  fud- 
denly,  you  know,  and  with  fuch  joyful  news,  may 
have  bad  efFeds. 
MONEYLOVE.  [Getting  free  from  them,  and  fnging.'} 

To\,  lol,  derol,  lol. 

FINESSE.    [Catching  hold  of  him  again.] 

Indeed,  fir!  as  Mr.  Pafquin  obferves,  the  fudde^i 
furprize  may  have  bad  eiFeds.  Better  wait  till  the 
evening,  fir. 

MONEYLOVE. 
No,  no  ;  my  joy  is  fo  great  I  cannot  contain  it  f 
I  muft  and  I  will  fee  him  ! 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Well,  fir,  fince  you  will  have  it.fo — but,  how- 
ever, not  to  furprize  him  too  much,  give  me  leave 

I  4  to 
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to  go  in  and  waken  him,  and  prepare  him  for  this 
unexpeded  vifit. 

MONEYLOVE. 
Why,  ay!  you  may  do  that  if  you  pleafe  :  but 
fVyt  hear  ;  tell  him  I  am  waiting  with  impatience 
to  fee  him.  [Exit  Pafquin. 

SCENE  IV. 

[y^  /ouJ  nolfe  of  Jinging  and  laughing  within."] 
MONEYLOVE. 

But  what  noife  is  that  ?  ha !  Fiaeffe,  what  is  the 
meaning  of  all  this  ?  ^ 

FINESSE. 
Why,  fir  !  fince  your  nephew  has  applied  him- 
felf  fo  clofe  to  his  ftudies,  his  houfc  is  become  the 
con ftanr  rendezvous  of  all  the  learned  men,  philo- 
jbphers  and  wits  in  Paris ;  people  that  will  difcourfe 
V  you  three  hours  together  upon  a  pin's  point :  and 
when  they  are  engaged  in  their  difputations,  they 
make  fuch  a  gabbling  and  a  noife,  that  they  alarm 
the  whole  neighbourhood. 

MONEYLOVE. 

How !  my  nephew's  houfe  the  refort  of  the 
learned  ! 

FINESSE. 
It's  very  true,  indeed,  fir !  and  I  believe  there  is 
a  number  of  them  now  met  together. 

MONEYLOVE. 
Hum !  but  methinks  my  nephew's  nap  muft  be  a 

little  diflurbed  by  

FINESSE. 
Not  in  the  leaft,  fir  ;  for  in  order  to  be  as  much 
out  of  the  noife  as  polfible,  he  has  very  prudently 

removed 
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removed  his  bed  to  the  top  of  the  houfe,  where  he 
fleeps  undifturbed.  Whenever  he  wakes,  he 
comes  down  amongft  them,  and  they  acquaint 
him  with  their  conclufions,  which  he  adopts  or  re- 
jects as  he  fees  proper.  It  would  do  your  heart 
good  to  hear  how  he  will  contradidl  them  fome 
times ! 

MONEYLOVE. 
Very  likely.  But  now  I  think  of  it,  when  is 
this  marriage  of  his  to  be  concluded  ?  the  young 
woman  propofed  for  him  is  every  way  a  fuitable 
match  ;  and  I  think  he  would  be  very  much  to 
blame  if  he  was  to  let  flip  fo  fair  an  opportunity  of 
fettling  for  life.  I  want  to  have  the  affair  con- 
cluded out  of  hand  ;  and  this  was  indeed  the  chief 
reafon  of  my  prefent  journey  to  town.  A  wife  1 
FinefTe  \  a  wife  is  a  very  neceffary  curb  for  a  young 
fellow  like  my  nephew  ! 

FINESSE. 
You're  quite  in  the  right,  fir ;  and  I  believe  we 
only  wait  till  the  lady's  two  years  of  widowhood 
are  expired. 

MONEYLOVE. 
And  then  this  happy  change  in  my  nephew's 
manner  of  life  feems  to  remove  every  other  objec- 
tion . 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  CLEON  and  Y       QUI  N. 

C  L  E  O  N.    \^Runs  and  catches  Moneylove  in  bis  arms,'] 

My  deareft  uncle,  do  I  fee  you  once  more  !  what 
a  happinefs  is  this  ! 

MONEYLOVE. 
My  dear  nephew,  I  am  overjoyed  with  the  cha- 
rafter  I  hear  of  yoa.    I  thank  heaven  I  am  now 

I  S  tafed 
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cafed  of  all  my  fears  and  inquietudes,  fince  yo« 
are  become  a  new  man.    It  is  a  blefled  change  f 

CLE  ON.  [Gra'vely.'] 

Yes,  fir  !  thanks  to  your  fage  advice  and  excels 
lent  letters,  I  am  improved. 

P  A  S  QJLJ  I  N. 
Oh !  ay,  he  is  fuprizingly  improved  ! 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Young  people,  I  know  by  experience,  are  too 
apt  to  be  carry'd  away  with  the  empty  vanities  of 
this  town  ;  and  give  an  unbounded  loofe  to  their 
fenfes  and  appetites.  But  where  the  feeds  of  pru- 
dence have  once  been  fown,  time  will  at  length 
bring  them  to  maturity.  You  now,  fir,  behold  me 
a  different  creature  to  what  I  have  been  !  my  fole 
ftudy  and  delight  is  to  copy  your  excellent  example, 
and  to  endeavour  to  fquare  my  condud  by  thofe 
rules  you  have  laid  down  for  me.  I  have  at  length 
found  the  right  way,  and  feel  the  fweets  of  follow- 
ing it. 

FINESSE.    [To  MoneyJoveJ 
You  fee,  fir ! 

P  A  S  QU  I  N.    [ro  Money  love.] 
As  I  hope  to  be  faved  he  brings  tears  into  my 
eyes  I  a'n^t  you  delighted  with  this  happy  reforma- 
tion in  my  mafter,  fir  ? 

M  O  N  E  Y  L  O  V  E. 
Doubtlefs ! — but  hear  me,  nephew  !  our  health 
requires  us  tO  take  our  natural  reil ;  and  fitting  up 
all  night  may  do  you  hurt. 

C  LE  O  N. 
"  Oh  !  I  have  left  that  off  too,  fir ! 

MONEYLOVE. 

Have  you  fo  I  why,  I  have  been  told  that— — 

CLEON, 
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C  L  E  O  N. 
It's  all  a  falfity,  upon  my  honour,  fir! 

PAS  CLU  I  N. 
Nay,  fir,  give  me  leave  to  fay  that  it  is  quite 
wrong  to  conceal  this  bad  habit  you  have  got  into 
of  late. 

C     E  O  N, 

What  habit? 

PAS  Q^U  I  N,    \Mahng  figni  to  hh  majler .'\ 

Why,  fir,  I  mean  your  fitting  up  all  night  read- 
ing, inftead  of  taking  your  natural  reft.  Your 
uncle  knows  it  all,  we  have  made  no  fecret  of  it 
to  him. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Well,  fir,  fince  it  is  fo,  I  muft  confefs  that  I  do 
fpend  all  my  time  in  ftudying. 

M  O  N  E  Y  L  O  V  E. 
Ah  !  then  I  no  longer  wonder  at  your  illnefs  \ 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Illnefs,  fir !  I  neither  am  nor  have  been  ill. 

FINESSE. 
How,  fir !  not  ill !  why  has  not  fitting  up  at 
nlghxs  impaired  your  health?  Surely  you  will  never 
go  about  to  deny  that  your  conftantiludying  

C  L  E  O  N.    \In  confufion^l 

Indeed  I  mult  own  1  have  felt  fome  little 

alteration  Too  much  application  to  be  fure— 

but  I  was  apprehenfive  of  acquainting  you  wfth  it. 
fir,  left  it  fhould  difturb  you  but  

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Tm  fure  I  would  not  tell  a  lye  for  the  univerfe— 
and  I  declare  to  you,  fir,  that  my  mafter  abfulutely 
ruins  his  health  by  

MONEYLOVE. 

Well,  but  it  muft  not  be:  d'ye  hear  roe,  Cleon. 
I  iay  it  muft  not  be.  cleon. 
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C  L  E  O  N. 

Dear  fir,  there  is  fomething  fo  attraftive  in  the 
purfuit  of  fcicnce  

MONEYLOVE. 
Cleon  !  Cleon  !  I  have  had  more  experience 
in  the  world  than  you,  and  I  know  that  your 
learned  men,  as  they  are  called,  are  very  often 
great  fools.  Study  is  a  dry  occupation,  and  too 
much  of  it  will  by  no  means  fuit  with  you.  A 
little  reading  now  and  then  may  do  well  enough, 
but  it  is  wrong  to  force  nature  or  conflitution.  if 
you  are  fond  of  application,  let  it  be  to  the  means 
of  encreafmg  your  fortune,  there  you  may  be  as 
diligent  as  you  pleafe  ;  eat  well  and  drink  well,  and 
if  you  want  amufement,  why  count  your  money. 

CLEON. 

Ah,  fir,  that  is  my  chief  delight. 

MONEYLOVE. 
A  man  whofe  mind  is  fillM  with  the  love  of 
money,  has  no  room  in  u  for  any  vice:  that  is  all  his 
wifh,  and  all  his  happinefs.    If  you  want  money, 
and  go  to  a  friend  to  afk  it,  he  will  either  flatly 
refufe  you,  or  put  you  off  with  a  feign'd  ejccufe. 
The  ready,  my  boy,  the  ready  is  the  only  fure 
friend  that  is  at  hand  upon  all  occafions.    Oh  what 
a  pleafure  there  is  in  getting  money  !  What  a  fa- 
tisfa£^ion  in  knowing  that  it  is  in  one's  power  to 
have  whatever  one  likes !  If  I  fee  a  fine  feat  ele- 
gantly built,  beautifully  fituated,  and  nobly  furnifh'd, 
why,   I  fay  to  myfelf,  Triflram  Moneylove,  that 
might  be  thine,  if  thou  had'fl  an  inclination  to 
purchafe  it.    If  I  fee  a  beautiful  woman,  with  a 
crowd  of  finicking  fops,  fighing  at  her  feet — I  know 
I  have  nothing  to  do  but  make  propofals,  and  flap 
fhe  would  fall  into  my  arms,  and  leave  them  all. 
In  fhort,  whatever  the  world  contains  moll  valuable 

or 
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or  deCreable,  is  in  the  power  of  the  money'd  man ; 
if  he  pleafes,  to  open  his  coffers,  he  has  them  all 
under  his  thumb,  1  tell  thee  :  So,  that  money-get- 
ting, let  them  call  it  avarice,  or  what  they  pleafe, 
ihould  be  the  delight  of  every  fenfible  man. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Admirably  fpoken,  my  dear  uncle;  I  feel  the 
full  force  of  your  excellent  argument ;  accordingly, 
there  is  nothing  I  take  ,fo  much  pleafure  in,  as  to 
lay  by  money. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 

I  am  witnefs  to  that  \  it  would  delight  any  one 
to  fee  how  frugal  my  mafter  is. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

I  have  doubtlefs  been  very  extravagant  in  my 
time  ;  but  I  now  fee  my  folly,  and  rhink  of  nothing 
but  how  to  make  amends  for  my  paft  profufion,  by 
"faying  all  I  can. 

FINESSE. 
True ;  but  you  ought  to  fpend  it  too,  fometimes 
•——that  is  to  fay,  in  a  prudent  manner. 

MONEYLOVE. 
Ay,  prudently,  as  you  fay,  Fine/fe  i  fo  far  as 
prudence  goes,  it  is  right.  . 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Yef,  fir,  but  I  have  no  notion  of  fpending  the 
Michaelmas  rent  in  the  Midfummer  moon. 

MONEYLOVE. 
But,   methinks,   Cleon,  you    have  a  mighty 
fumptuous  fuit  on  ;  ha  ?  it  mull  have  coll  a  prodi- 
gious deal  of  money. 

CLEON. 

Why,  I  think,  fir,  it  is  better  to  wear  it  out^ 
than  give  it  away. 
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MONEYLOVE, 
To  be  fure,  I  commend  you  for  that ;  bat,  let 
nie  fee— why  it  will  turn,  Cleon  ;  it  will  turn, 
and  then  it  may  laft  you  thefe  four  or  five  years 
yet. 

CLEON.    [Jl^aking  a  low  h9i\3.'\ 

I  fliall  obferve  your  advice,  fir. 

MONEYLOVE, 
Shew  and  parade,  you  know 

CLEON. 
Oh !  I  deteft  them,  fir  ! 

MONEYLOVE. 
Are  always  fure  to  ruin  a  man  in  the  long  run. 

CLEON. 
They  are  fo,  fir;  they  are  fo,  indeed, 

MONEYLOVE. 

Obferve  me  now  why,  here,  is  this  coat,  I 

have  worn  it  let  me  fee — ay — ten  years  and  a 

half,  and  am  refolv*d  it  (hall  laft  me  ten  yeara 
longer. 

PAS  Qjr  I  N. 
Heavens  forbid.  \^Afnk^ 

MONEY  LO  VE» 
What  do  you  fay  ? 

PAS  Q^U  I  N.  ♦ 
Why,  I  was  faying,  fir,  that  I  think  this  livery 
of  mine  is  rather  too  rich  :  In  fine,  a  worfe  would 
ferve  me ;  tho'  to  be  fure  peoples  tongues  will 
make  free  with  my  mafter  at  firft,  on  account  of 
his  oeconomy. 

FINESSE. 
And  pray  what  fignify  people's  tongues  ?  Save 
money,  I  fay,  let  who  will  wafte  their  breath. 

CLEON* 
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C  L  E  O  N. 

Ah,  fir !  the  whole  of  my  ambition  is  to  be  worth 
as  much  as  you  are. 

MONEYLOVE. 

My  dear  boy,  you  rejoice  my  heart  to  £nd  you 
fo  like  your  father  and  me.  Perfift,  perfift  in  this 
happy  difpofition,  and  thou  wilt  be  a  great  man ; 
I  pronounce  the  word. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 

Ah,  fir  !  that  is  true  ;  very  true,  indeed, 
MONEYLOVE. 

And  to  (hew  you  that  I  am  fond  of  rewarding 
merit,  I  am  about  to  make  thee  a  noble  prefent 
for  thy  good  behaviouf  [  pulling  out  a  leathern  purje'^ 
Here,  Cleon,  here  are  twenty  guineas  ;  twenty 
whole  guineas,  my  boy  ;  J  give  them  to  thee  al'h 

CLEON. 

To  me,  fir  \ 

MONEYLOVE.  \ 
Yes,  to  thee  ;  but  make  a  good  ufe  of  them^ 
d'ye  hear  j  fo  long  as  you  are  careful,  Til  be 
bountiful. 

CLEON.  [Smiling.] 

You  are  extremely  bountiful,  to  be  fure 

PAS  QJJ  I  N    [To  Cleon,  afrde.l 

^Odzookers,  take  the  money,  fir. 
CLEON.  [T 2kes  thepurf  rfrom  his  uncle,  and gi-ves it  to Pafqu in,  J 

Here,  Pafqurn,  take  that  purfe. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N.    [^fide  to  Cleon.] 
A  thoufand  thanks  to  you,  fir. 

MONEYLOVE. 

How,  Cleon  f  why — what  are  you  giving  my 
money  away  before  my  face ! 
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PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Lord  bleis  me,  fir  !  you  don't  conCdier  that  my 
mafter  places  a  great  confidence  in  me ;  I  receive 
all,  and  pay  all,  fir. 

MONEYLOVE.    \T:ahvg  Cleon  afide,'] 
But,   Cleon,   ar't  Aire  the  fellow  is  honeft  ? 
Confider  !   twenty  guineas  is  a  large  fum,  it  is 
tempting  ! 

CLEON. 

ril  anfwer  for  his  fidelity,  fir,  that  he  will  give 
me  an  exad^  account  whenever  I  call  for  it. 

MONEYLOVE. 

Well  !  well ! 

PAS  Q^U^  I  N. 
Here  will  be  enough  to  keep  houfe  for  a  month 
at  leaft,  as  we  live  now. 

MONEYLOVE.    {Embracing  Cleon.] 

Ah,  I  am  tranfported  !  I  am  ravilh'd  ! 

S     C     E     N     E  VI: 

Enter    B  A  R  O  N. 

MONEYLOVE.     {Running  to  i./w.] 

My  4eareft  friend,  I  am  charm'd  to  fee  you ; 
you  are  come  in  a  lucky  moment,  to  partake  of 
my  joy  5  let  me  pour  it  all  into  your  bofom. 

BARON.    {Embracing  him.] 

My  dear  friend  Moneylove,  I  am  rejoiced  to 
fee  you  • — 

PAS  Q^U  I  N.    {To  Finefle,] 
Ah  plague  on  him,  now  will  he  overturn  all  we 
have  been  doing.    Which  way  fliall  w^e  flop  his 
mouth? 

FINES<^B. 
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FINESSE. 
I*J1  fee  what  I  can  do.  [To  the  Baron  afideJ]  "Sir, 
fir,  a  word  vviih  you,  if  you  pleafe. 

BARON. 
Hold  your  tongue.    Pray,  my  good  friend,  will 
you  inform  me  what  occafions  thefe  extraordinary 
tranfporcs  ? 

MONEYLOVE. 
Oh,  Baron!  my  heart  is  full  with  the  news  I 
have  heard  of  my  nephew.    I  ■  ■■ 

BARON. 
And  fo  is  mine  indeed ;  and  I  am  heartily  con- 
cerned for  the  uneafinefs  

MONEYLOVE. 

Thank  heaven,  my  friend,  my  uneafinefs  is  now 
at  an  end,  I— — 

B  A"Rr  ON. 
For  my  part,  I  think  if  ever  you  had  rcafon  to 
be  be  unealy,  it  muft  be 

FINESSE.  [AfJetothe'Rs.xon,] 
Dear  fir,  hear  me  but  a  fingle  word  \  we  have 
been  endeavouring 

BARON.  [Pufhhgberajide,'\ 
Pr'ytbee  (lop  that  clack  of  thine  [To  Moneylove] 
as  I  was  faying,  Mr.  Moneylove,  if  ever  you  had 
reafon  to  be  uneafy  — 

PAS  Q^U  I  N,    [Pulling  the  Baron  by  the  Jlefnje.) 

Pray,  fir,  let  me  fpeak  a  word  or  two  to  yoa 
in  private, 

BARON.  [Alotai,] 
Ha  !  what  is  it  you  want  with  me? 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 

Only  one  word,  fir, 

BAR0H« 
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BARON. 
What  would  this  rafcal  be  at  ? 

PAS  Qj;  I  N.    {Softly  to  the  Baron.] 

Sir,  Mrs.  Fine/Te  and  I  have  been 

BARON.    {Pujbirtg  him  away.] 

Away,  I  tell  you  once  more. 

P  A  S  QJ^  I  N.  [yl/uie.] 

Oh  ten  thoufand  devils  take  him  !  [So/ify  to 
Cleon.]  For  God's  fake,  fir,  help  us  out  ;  if  you 
fuffer  the  Baron  to  go  on,  we  are  all  undone. 

BARON.    [To  Moneylove.] 
I  am  amaz'd,  my  old  friend,  to  fee  you  in  fe 
good  a  humour,  when— 

CLEON.    [To  the  Baron.] 
Why,  fir,  my  uncle  has  generoufiy  forgiven  m% 
all  my  errors  ;  and  fo  e- 

B  A  R  O  N.    [7c  Moneylove.] 

Why,  farely  you  are  eafily  pacified  ?  Do  you 
know  

CLEON.    [To  the  Baron.] 
You  are  juft  come  from  court,  I  think,  fir;  pray 
what  news  there  ? 

BARON. 

News !  Why,  court  and  city  ring  of  your  fame. 
MONEYLOVE. 

Ay,  ay,  Cleon,  fudden  changes  muft  certainly 
occafion  a  great  deal  of  talk. 

CLEON. 

Doubtlefs,  fir. 

MONEYLOVE. 
Every  body  is  furpriz'd  at  it,  I  dare  fay.  Baron, 
are  they  not  ? 
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BARON. 
SurprizM  !   yes,  yes,  they  are  furpriz'd,  and 
well  they  may,  at  fuch  extravagance  as  his  ^ 

PAS  QJJ  I  N.    [7^  Moneylove,  afide,^ 

Being  fo  fuddenly  laid  afide,  the  Baron  means,  fir. 

BARON. 
Laid  afide  !   What,  you  laid  afide  your  extra- 
vagance? \To  Cleon  ] 

C  L  E'  O  N. 

Yes,  fir  j  thank  heav'n  I  have  at  length  feen  my 
folly,  have  contraded  my  expences  into  fo  narrow 
a  compafs,  have  To  totally  reform'd  my  condud— . 

BARON. 
Why  !  why  !  what  do  you  take  me  for  a  fool; 
a  driviller,  to  talk  to  me  in  this  manner  !  You  re- 
form'd !  Where  r  how  ?  or  which  way,  pray  ? 

CLEON.    \_Makingfigni  to  the  Baron.] 
It  is  enough,  fir,  that  my  uncle  is  fatisfy'd  ;  and 
it  is  very  wrong  in  you  to  go  about  to  leflen  that 
fatisfadlion.    I  tell  you,  once  more,  fir,  my  uncle 
is  perfedly  convinced,  perfedily  convinced  ! 

BARON. 

He  has  fufEcient  reafon  to  be  convinced,  I  am 
fure. 

MONEYLOVE. 
And  I  am  fo ;  and  I  know  not  which  is  greatell* 
my  joy,  or  my  furprize. 

BARON. 
Why,  fure  friend  Moneylove,  you  have  lod  your 

fenfes !  if  I  muft  fpeak  plain  ^Heark  !  doiVhear 

the  uproar  wuhin  ? 

M  O  N  E  Y  L  O  V  E. 
Yes,  I  do.  Baron  ;  and  I  know,  that  the  literati, 
who  meet  at  my  nephew's  houfe,  to  hold  their 
difputacions  ■— 

BARON. 
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BARON. 
Literati !  who  meet  at  his  nephew's  houfe  !  Yes, 
yes,  the  poor  man's  head  is  certainly  turned  !  Why, 
pr'ythee  old  friend,  are  you  making  a  jeft  of  me, 
ivith  your  literati  and  your  llufF? 

MONEYLOVE. 
Nay,  but  Baron,  only  hear  me 

BARON. 
Nay,  but  Mr.  Moneylove,  only  follow  me,  and 
I  will  prefently  Ihew  you  what  fort  of  hterati  thefe 
are. 

C  L  E  O  N.    [To  Moneylove,  €ifule,'\ 
You  fee,  fir,  how  it  is  with  the  poor  Baron  ;  he 
has  been  a  little  touched  for  fome  time  paft. 

MONEYLOVE.    [To  Clccn,] 
I  am  really  forry  for  him,  poor  man  ! 

BARON,  \havghing,'\ 
Well,  they  have  taken  you  in  finely,  that'i 
certain  !  Literati !  ha !  ha  !  ha  ! 

MONEYLOVE.  [^ngri/y.] 

What  d  ye  mean,  fir  ?  Do  you  laugh  at  me  to 
xny  face  ? 

P  A  S  QJ  N.    [4fii^e  fo  Moneylove.] 
For  goodnefs'  fake,  fir,  don't  anger  him  ;  the  fit 

is  juft  coming  on  him  now  Why,  when  he  is 

taken  in  this  way,  he  will  laugh  fometimes  till  he 
drops  down. 

BARON.    [Laughing  Jlill  mere  heart ily.'\ 

Literati  I  literati  !  Oh,  there's  no  Handing  that ! 
Why,  what  a  trick  they  have  put  upon  you  !  Lite- 
rati !  Ha !  ha !  ha  !  Oh,  I  fhall  burft ! 

MONEYLOVE. 
Upon  my  foul,  he  makes  me  laugh,  too.  Hat 

ha!  ha!  tho'  really  I  am  forry  for  him  but — 

ha! 
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ha !  ha !  ha !  I  tell  you  once  more,  Baron,  Literati ! 
learned  men  !  philofophers  !  who  afTemble  at  my 
nephew's  houfe.  What  do  you  fay  to  that,  now, 
hey?  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

B  A  R  O  Ni 

Better  and  better,  ilill !  Philofophers !  ha  !  ha  \ 
ha! 

MONEYLOVE. 
Why,  Baron,  you  are  in  a  flrange  laughing 
mood  ;  and  if  I  was  to  die,  ha  I  ha !  ha !  I  could 
not  forbear,  ha !  ha  !  ha  !  to  fee  you  fo  droll.  Ha  ! 
ha  I  ha !     [Here  the  tnjoo  old  men  fiand  and  laugh 

at  each  other y  for  a  conjiderahle  time, 2 

B  A  R  ON  and  MONEYLOVE, 

Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 

P  A  S  QU  I  N. 
Heaven  fend  they  may  both  burft ! 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Amen,  fay  1.  But  you  muft  endeavour  to  rid 
me  of  them. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
I'll  do  all  in  my  power. 

B  A  k  O  N.    [Recovering  btmfelf.'] 

Well — but — come — we  have  laughed  enough. 
I  fee  you  have  been  impos'd  upon,  Mr.  Moneylove  ; 
and  that  your  precious  nephew,  here,  makes  a  per- 
fect dupe  of  you.  However,  to  end  the  difpute, 
come  in  with  me ;  and  it  will  foon  be  feen,  who  is 
miftaken,  you  or  me. 

S     C     E     N     E  VIL 

[Enter  the  Marquis,  drunk^  'with  a  napkin  in  his  hand, 
as  juji  rifen  from  tahle,'\ 

'  M  A  R  Q^U  I  S. 

Cleon !  you  rogue,  Cleon  !  where  are  you  ? 


190       ne  SPENDTHRIFT. 

C  L  E  O  N, 
Confufion  feize  him ! 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
The  Marquis !  Nay,  then— — 

BARON. 

*  What !  my  gracious  fon  ! 

MAR  QJJ  I  S. 
Ha !  what  my  old  dad !  Sir,  your  moft  dutiful 

humble  fervant  1 — I — I  am  very  proud  to  pay 

my  refpedls  to  you,  fir.  [To  Ckon.]  Cleon  ! 
how  do'fl:  do,  lad  ?  Why,  what  a  plague  art  doing 
with  thefe  old  fellows,  hey  ? 

CLEON, 
'Sblood,  fir,  you  have  ruin'd  me ! 

BARON,    [To  Money  love.] 
This  is  one  of  your  nephew's  literati  j  one  of 
thofe  learned  perfonages  

MONEYLOVE. 
I  can  hardly  believe  my  eyes- 

BARON. 

That  afi'emble  here,  you  know,  to  hold  their 
philofophical  diiTertations. 

MAR  Q^U  I  S. 

There  are  forty  of  us  have  been  waiting 

MONEYLOVE. 
Forty  of  them,  does  he  fay ! 

MAR  QJJ  I  S.    [Slapping  Mcneylovc  on  the  Jhoulder.'[ 

Forty !  ay,  forty,  old  fquare-toes ;  you  fee  how 
we  live  within  :  I  am  half-feas  over,  faith  !  but, 
you  know,  when  there  is  good  wine,  why  the  glafs 
goes  about — Toaft  after  toaft ;  and  fo  then — the 
liquor  mounts,  and  the  heart  grows  warm  j  and  the 

fight  of  a  pretty  woman  But  what  a  plague  do 

I  wafte  my  time  talking  to  thee,  about  things  that 

thou 
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thou  haft  loft  the  remembrance  of  thefe  twenty 
years !  Hark'e,  Cleon,  thy  entertainment  has  coft 
thee  a  damnM  fight  of  money ;  but  it  is  quite  in 
tafte,  quite  in  tafte,  upon  my  foul !  and  does  thee 
great  honour. 

BARON.    [To  Moneylovc] 
Why  don't  you  pay  your  refpedls  to  this  fage 
dodlor  ? 

MONEYLOVE.    [To  Cleon.] 
And  fo,  fir,  it  is  thus  you  have  impofed  upon 
me,  is  it  ? 

CLEON. 

Death  and  fwies  1  was  there  ever  fo  unlucky  a 
dog  I 

MAR  QJ5  I  S.    [To  Moneylovc] 
If  you'll  walk  in  with  me,  old  gentleman.  Til 
introduce  you  to  the  politeft,  beft-bred,  moft  fafhion- 

able,  honeft  fet  of  people  I'll  fhew  thee  what 

life  is,  old  dad  ! 

MONEYLOVE. 
Puppy  !  [Going  up  to  Pafquin,  and Jhaking  his  cane 
at  him,]   And  you,  Mr.  rafcal !  how  have  you 
bad  the  infolence  

PAS  Q^U  I  N.    [Stealing  away,] 

Sir,  I  have  the  honour  to  be  your  moft  obedient, 
and  moft  devoted  humble  fervant.  I  am  juft  going 
to  take  my  degree  of  do6lor,  in  the  learned  affem- 
bIy  within,  fir.  [Exit  Pafquin. 

MONEYLOVE. 

The  abominable  villain!  Well,  [To  Fineife.] 
Mrs.  impudence,  have  you  the  affurance  to  face 
jne,  after. 

FINESSE. 
Dear  fir,  your  very  humble  fervant.  If  you  have 
an  inclination  to  converfe  with  the  literati,  fir,  you 
may  be  always  certain  of  meeting  an  affembly  of 
them  at  this  houfe.  [Exit  Fineffe,  laughing, 

MONEYLOVE. 
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MONEYLOVE-    [Runnhg  after  her  in  a  fqffwn.'] 

*Ounds!  you  infernal,  infolent,  impudent  bag- 
gage !  do  you  make  a  jell  of  me  ! 

MAR  QJU  J  S.  [Stopping  him.'} 
Fair  and  foftly,  fair  and  foftly,  old  mumpfimus ; 
whither  are  you  hobbling  ?  If  you  have  no  more 
refped  for  the  fair  fe;c,  I  would  have  you  to  know, 
that  I,  I,  my  old  Priam,  profefs  myfelf  their  ad- 
mirer  and  defender ;  and  will  not  fuffer  any  infult 
to  be  ofFer'd  them  in  my  prefence.  And  as  you  have 
long  loft  the  power  of  giving  them  any  pleafure, 
you  (hall  give  them  no  pain,  I  promife  thee!  fo 
pr'ythee  lay  afide  y/)ur  ridiculous  choler,  and  be  fo- 
ciable  1  If  you'll  walk  in,  and  make  one  of  us, 
you'll  find  as  pretty  dlfpos'd  an  entertainment,  as 
any  man  of  tafte  would  wifli  to  fit  down  to. 

MONEYLOVE. 
May  be  fo,  fir ;  but  if  I  partake  of  it,  I  wifli  it 
may  be  my  laft  ! 

MAR  Q^U  I  S. 

Nay  !  now  you're  tefty  Come  along,  I  fay  ! 

lil  make  thee  as  drunk  as  a  prince. 

MONEYXOVE. 
Make. me  drunk  !  Oh,  horrible! 

MAR  Q^U  I  S, 
Make  you  drunld  ay  !  make  you  drunk  !  And 
I  hope  to  have  the  honour  of  toffing  off  a  bumper 
with  my  lord  and  father,  here,  with  all  due  refpe^t 
to  his  paternal  authority;. 
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SCENE  Vlll. 

Enter,  as  juft  rlfenfrom  table,  C  O  U  N  T,  Juftice 
FLORID,  PICQUET,  BELINDA, 
ARAMINTA,  BELISA,  ARSINOE, 
and  fe^veral  other  guefis, 

JUSTICE. 
Why,  how  now,  Cleon,  is  this  your  breeding  ! 
to  leave  us  in  the  midft  of  the  entertainment  1  . 

COUNT. 
We  are  come  in  a  body  to  feek  you. 

MONEYLOVE, 
Lord  have  mercy  upon  us !  what  a  tribe  is  here ! 

B  A  R  G  N. 

A  very  philofophical  circle,  Mr.  Moneylove  ! 
what  fay  you  ? 

ARAMINTA. 
I  profefs,  Mr.  Cleon,  we  have  all  of  us  been 
waiting  with  the  utmoft  impatience  for  your  return. 

BELINDA. 
How  could  we  be  happy,  and  you  abfent  ! 

ARSINOE. 
You  have  really  ufed  us  very  ill,  by  keeping 
away  fo  long. 

BELISA. 
To  invite  us  to  fo  magnificent  an  entertainment, 
and  then  to  leave  us  to  ourfelves !  Upon  my  word, 
1  could  find  in  my  heart  to  be  very  angry  with  you. 

P  I  C  Q^U  E  T. 
Faith  you  have  made  the  time  fit  quite  heavy  on 
our  hands ;  we  have  been  forc*d  to  drink  for  want 
of  better  amufement.   Come,  let  us  call  for  cards; 
time  is  precious. 

Vol  I.  K  money- 
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M  O  N  E  y  L  O  V  E. 
Bravo !  nephew  of  mine.   .1  perceive  yoa  are 
quite  reform'd.  Amazingly  reclaim'd,  indeed  I  And 
this  is  a  very  edifying  fociety  ! 

JUSTICE.     [To  the  Marquis.] 
Marquis,  pr'ythee  who  is  that  old  fellow  ? 

MAR  Q^U  I  S. 

Oh  1  you  fliall  know  him  prefently  \Tak'irtg 

Moneylov>e  by  the  hancC^  Gentlemen  and  ladies,  I 
h^ve  the  honour  of  prefenting  to  you,  the  flower  of 
his  country  :  This  is  A^r.  Money  love !  the  njoH; 
affable,  obliging,  and  liberal  of  all  uncles  ;  who 
lludies  day  and  night  how  to  get  money,  to  fup- 
port  his  nephew,  here,  in  that  magnificent  and  ele- 
gant way  of  life,  which  makes  him  the  admiration 
of  all  Paris.  [Belinda,  aiid  the  other  ladies,  curffey 
to  hif?t  J 

We  are  the  gentleman's  mcft  obedient  humble 
fervanls. 

COUNT.    {^F.mhradng  Mcneylove.]  • 
Etrliev^  m.e,  fir,  that  it  would  give  me  the  greateft 
-  plcalure  to  be  better  acquainted  with  you. 

J  U  S  T  I  C  E.     ^Hugging  kirn,'] 

Ah,  my  dear  fir !  perm.it  me  to  have  m«y  fharc  in 
the  general  joy. 

PIC  Q^U  E  T. 
And  me,  too,  good  fir,  if  you  pleafe. 

M  A  Pv  Q^U  IS. 
Softly,  foftly,  gentlemen  ;  let  me  have  my  turn-. 
What,  the  devil  !  lhall  I  be  the  laft  to  tellify  my 

regard  and  eilecm  for  this  \Here  he  catches 

Monevlove  in  his  arms,  r,vho  cries  out  J  Nay,  but  I 

muft,  and  I  will — by  Jove  Let  the  warmth  of 

my  embrace,  be  a  proof  of  my  regard.    Hu  ! 
[Hiccuping  in  his  f^^^^ 

MONpY- 
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MONEYLOVE.     [D  if  engaging  himfelf.] 

Qh  lord  !  oh  lord !  he  has  almoll  Ihfled  me  ! 

a- pox  upon  your  friendlhip,  fay  I.  How  he  has 

diforder'd  me  ! 

MAR  Q^U  I  S. 
Come,  Cleon    'zounds!  won't  you  kifs  nuncle  ? 

C  L  E  O  N".    [Runnirtg  to  Moneylove.] 

My  deareil  uncle,  how  happy  your  prefence 
makes  me  ! 

MONEYLOVE.  [TFiping  bis  face,'] 
Gh  !  enough,  enough.  Good  heaven!  Pm  all 
in  a  fweat !  Oh  !  I  lhall  never  recover  this !  Get 
out  of  my  fight,  firrah  ;  get  out  of  my  fight  !  and 
be  ailured,  that  I  will  revenge  this  infult  in  a  pro- 
per manner;  I  will,  prodigal,  I  will  ! 

CLEON. 

Nay,  but  dear  fir !  when  all  my  friends  are 
flriving  who  (hall  (hew  you  the  moft  refpedl.  

MONEYLOVE. 
Well,  well,  goon;  eat,  drink,  and  fpend  all: 
I  (hall  give  myfelf  no  more  trouble  about  you.  I 
have  done  with  you  for  ever. 

COUNT.    [To  Moneylove.] 
Why,  after  all,  Mr.  Moneylove,  what  is  it  makes 
you  fo  angry  ? 

MONEYLOVE. 
What  makes  me  angry,  hey  I 

COUNT. 
Yes ;  what  reafon  is  there  for  it  ? 

MONEYLOVE. 
So  I  have  no  reafon  to  be  angry,  have  I ! 

COUNT. 

Upon  my  foul,  none,  that  I  can  perceive  — If 
your  nephew  fpends  a  little  freely,  why,  you  know, 
you  are  faving  up  for  him  ;  and  fo  the  prudent  ma- 

K  2  nagement 
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nagement  of  the  one,  will  eafily  repair  the  errors 
of  the  other.  Befides,  at  your  death,  which  can- 
not be  far  off  

M  O  N  E  Y  L  O  V  E.    \ln  a  fnght.'\ 

How  !  my  death  not  far  off! — Why  ?  

MAR  Q^U  I  S. 
No,  certainly :  befides,  to  deal  freely  with  you, 
old  gentleman,  it  is  really  a  (hame  for  you  to  have 
lived  fo  long  as  you  have  done,  to  tire  out  the  pa- 
tience of  a  young  fellow,  that  is  to  be  your  heir. 

BARON. 
Infolent  wretch  !  Have  you  no  regard  to  the  pre- 
sence of  your  father ! 

MAR  Qjr  I  S. 

Nay,  nay,  if  you  are  for  quarrelling,  I'm  off ; 
I  hate  difputes,  and  fo  ril  return  to  my  glafs,  and 
let  all  thofe^  who  love  peace  and  good  fellow fiiip, 
follow  me,  .  \ExH  Marquis,  reelings 

C  L  E  O  N. 

I  am  extremely  forry,  uncle,  that  

MONEYLOVE. 
You  may  fpare  your  excufes,  fir ;  Fll  hear  none 
of  them.    You  have  fet  your  tribe  upon  me,  here, 
to  abufe,  affront,  and  iniult  me.    It  is  enough.  I 
ihall  no  longer  have  any-thing  to  fay  to  you  ! 

PIC  Q^U  E  T.  [To  Cleon.] 
Since  he  will  not  be  pacify'd,  pr  ythee  give  thy- 
felf  no  further  trouble  about  him.  Look  upon  the 
purfes  of  your  friends,  as  your  own  ;  I  am  fure  we 
fhall  be  every  one  of  us  ready  to  make  up  your 
lofs, 

AR  AMINT  A. 

Doubtlefs, 

BELINDA. 
I'll  anfwer  for  myfclf. 

ARSINOE. 
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A  R  S  I  N  O  E. 
Fm  fare  I  Ihould  efteem  ic  an  honour. 

B  E  L  I  S  A. 
And  I  an  happineTs. 

JUSTICE. 
Thou  may'ft  depend  upon  nie,  Cleon  ;  I  have  \ 

tender  and  gratefal  heart  But  however,  time 

will  prove  my  fincerity;  and  when  you  chuie  to 
make  the  trial—— 

COUNT. 
He  would  do  me  great  injuftice,  if  he  did  not 
command  me  as  his  own. 

CLEON.    [To  Moncykjvc] 
Well,  iir,  you  hear  now  

MONEYLOVE. 
Yes,  yes  J  and  underhand,  too. 

BARON. 
They  flatter  thee,  now ;  and  fo  they  will  do» 
*tili  thou  hail  occafion  for  their  fervices  ;  and  then 
they'll  appear  as  ftrange,  as  if  they  had  never 
known  thee, 

BELINDA. 
Come,  gentlemen,  I  think  we  had  better  join 
the  Marquis  within. 

A  R  A  M  I  N  T  A. 
I  entirely  approve  of  the  motion. 

CLEON. 

Uncle,  all  rancour  or  ceremony  apart^  will  you 
favour  the  company  with  your  piefence  I 

MONEYLOVE. 

Get  thee  gone  to  thy  companions,  and  leave  me 
to  myfelf. 

CLEON.    \_Mdkirjg  him  a  lo^v  bo*iv.^ 

If  that's  the  cafe,  fir,  I  ihall  take  my  leave, 
without  any  farther  ceremony,  [Exit  Cleon. 

K  3  SCENE 
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S     C     E     N     E  IX. 
JULIA, 

\lVho  fands  a  ^Jihile,  lifening  to  ihe  Baron  and 

Moneylove.J 

M  O     E  y  L  O  V 
Come,  nn'  friend,  let's  go  home  to  your  houfe  \ 
111  iteid  for  a  lawyer  immediately. 

BARON. 

3'--A  lawyer ! 

M  O  N  E  Y  L  O  V  E. 
This  very  inflain  ! 

BARON. 

For  what,  pray  ? 

M  O  N  E  Y  L  O  V  E. 

To  difmherit  my  ungracious  nephew. 

BARON. 

No,  no,  my  friend  j  FU  never  give  my  confent 
to  fo  rafh  an  adlicn. 

JULIA.     ]^Ad'vandng  hajlily,'] 

What  do  I  hear  ?  Good  heaven,  Mr.  Moneylove ! 
Is  it  poffible  you  can  harbour  fo  cruel  a  defign  ? 

MONEYLOVE. 
As  he  is  incorrigible,  I  am  refolvM  to  be  inex- 
orable, and  pinch  him  for  

JULIA. 

Let  me,  fir,  fae  for  his  pardon  ;  furely  you  can- 
not deny  me.  Forgive  the  follies  that  youth  has 
made  your  nephew  commit,  in  compaflion  to  the 
love  and  affe<5lion  I  bear  him, 

MONEYLOVE. 
I  know  your  love  for  him  ;  but  I  am  refolv'd 
never  :o  leave  my  ellate  to  i'ucb  a  prodigal.  To 

you 
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you  I  define  it ;  and  to  fccure  the  pofTeflicn  cf  it 
Ijiore  efFe(^tually  to  you,  I  will  inllantly  make  a 
will,  and  nominate  you  fole  heirefs  to  all  I  a;n  worth, 

J  U  L  I  ^. 
Who,  me,  fir  !  me,  yoar  fole  heirefs  1 

MONEY  LOVE. 
Yes,  you!  And  I  am  determined,  that  you  fha'l, 
from  this  day,  have  the  fate  of  my  extravng?iit 
nephew  in  your  power.  I  have  long  known  your 
exemplary  prudence,  and  that  you  are  formed  to 
make  him  happy,  if  he  will  deferve  it;  if  notii  you 
may  leave  him  to  himfelf,  and  enjoy,  firigly,  the 
fruits  of  my  cares.  You  are  the  nearelt  rei.inon  I 
have,  next  to  him  ;  but  that  is  not  all  :  yoir  pn- 
dcnce  and  oeconomy  are  additional  reafona  fur  n.y 
leaving  you  all  I  am  worth. 

JULIA. 
But,  dear  fir,  confider 

M  O  N  E  Y  L  O  V  E. 
You  (hall  have  it  all,  I  tell  you  ;  and  that  un.. 
grateful  wretch  fhall  not  touch  a  farthing !  Come, 
my  dear  Baron,  let  us  in,  and  put  a  finifhing  hand 
to  this  affair.  Thus  fliall  I  reward  virtue,  as  it  de- 
ferves  ;  and  while  I  am  doing  a  meritorious  act,  re- 
venge  the  infult  that  has  been  put  upon  me. 

[^Exeunt, 


End  of  the  Third  Act.. 


K  4  ACT 
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A  C  T   I V.     SCENE  I. 

MONEYLOVE,  JULIA,  and  the 

BARON. 

MONEYLOVE.    [Delh-eriffg  a  paper  to  Julia.] 

THERE,  madam,  in  virtue  of  this  deed, 
figned  with  my  own  hand,  and  properly 
witne0ed,  I  have  made  you  fole  heirefs  to  all 
my  fortune  :  and  may  heaven  puniih  me  in  the  fe- 
vereH  manner,  if  ever  I  alter  my  prefent  refolu- 
tion,  or  revoke  a  fingle  article  contained  herein  I 

JULIA. 

I  know  but  one  way  to  render  myfelf  deferving 
of  lb  generous  a  gift ;  and  therefore  do,  in  my 
turn,  folemnly  vow,  that 

MONEYLOVE. 
Proceed  no  further.  It  is  my  intention  that  you 
fhould  enjoy  the  wealth  I  bequeath  you,  free  from 
all  rertraint :  nor  would  I  have  you  accountable  te 
any  perfcn  whatfcever  for  the  iinallelt  part  of  ic. 
As  to  my  nephew,  I  purpofe  to  make  him  ac- 
quainted, ihe  firft  of  any  one,  with  what  I  have 
now  done ;  that  he  may  be  convinced  he  has  no 
longer  any  thing  to  expedl  from  me. 

BARON. 

Indeed,  my  good  friend,  you  judge  very  wrong 
in  that  !  When  the  young  man  finds  he  has  no 
longer  any  thing  to  hope  or  fear,  he  will  fet  no 
bounds  to  his  extravagance.  You  are  the  only 
curb  he  has  at  prefent :  that,  once  taken  off,  no 
body  knows  what  lengths  he  may  run. 

JULIA. 
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^  JULIA. 
So  much  the  better. 

BARON". 

The  better ! 

JULIA. 

Yes,  fir  !  For,  in  my  opinion,  to  be  reclaimer 
he  mufl  be  ruinM  !  Then  the  tribe  of  falfe  friends, 
and  infamous  f}'COphants,  who  now  offer  incenfe 
to  his  follies,  will  defert  him,  and  leave  him  a 
prey  to  the  moft  bitter  remorfe  This  will  open 
his  eyes,  and  teach  him  to  know  mankind  :'  and, 
once  convinced  of  the  corrupt  and  felfifh  principles 
of  the  prefent  age,  he  will  be  the  firft  to  condemn 
his  own  prodigality.  He  who  has  once  been 
Ihipwreck'd,  is  upon  his  guard  againd  rocks  and 
quickfands :  and  the  fufFerings  of  a  foolj  ferve  to- 
teach  him  wifdom.. 

MONEYLOVE. 

But  this  wifdom  will  coft  him  dear. 

JULIA, 

Kis  fufFerings  can  give  you  little  or  no  uneaff- 
Hefs,  fir.  I  am  but  too  well  convicic'd,  that  he 
is,  even  now,  on  the  brink  of  ruin  !  1,  myfelf, 
am  pofTelTed  of  the  greateft  part  of  what  he  has 
loll ! 

MONEYLOVE. 

How  !  You  pofTefi'ed  cf  the  greateft  part  of 
what  he  has  lofl  ? 

JULIA. 

Yes,  fir  !  His  eftate  and  lands  in  the  country 
are  mine  !  his  jewels,  plate,  and  money  !  almoil 
every  thing  he  was  worth,  are  in  my  hands  ! 

MONEYLOVE. 
I  am  at  once  both  amaz'd  and  delighted !: 


JULIA. 
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JULIA. 

I  have  hitherto  conduced  my  bark  ruccefsfully; 
and  doubt  not  that  I  (hall  bring  it  lafely  into 
port. 

MONEY  LGVE. 
We]I ;  I  ha-^e  made  it  a  remark,  that  a  woman, 
when  fhe  is  truly  good  and  prudent,  is  worth  a 
hundred  men  ! 

BARON, 
That  is  very  true. 

MONEYLOVE. 
Bnt  how,  in  the  name  of  goodnefs,  could  yon 
contrive  to  

JULIA. 

Another  time,  you  fhall  know  the  whole  hirtory; 
j?nd  I  promife  you  it  will  furprize  you.  But,  will 
you  take  my  advice  ?  The  next  time  you  fee 
your  nephew,  conceal  from  him  every  thing  that 
has  paffed.  Affedl  to  behave  with  more  than  ufual 
tcndernefs ;  fo  that  he  may  think  you  have  got 
the  better  of  your,  palfion  ;  and  impute  his  errors 
to  the  folly  of  youth  :  nay,  I  would  even  have  you 
feem  to  give  into  his  extravagancies.  By  this 
means,  you  will  open  the  way  to  a  variety  of  in- 
cidents which  will  haiien  his  ruin  and  difgrace  ; 
and  render  this  feat  of  riot  and  uproar,  the  habita- 
tion of  filence  and  remorfe. 

MONEYLOVE. 
V/ith  all  my  heart  !     Adod  !  I  lliall  take  a 
pleafure  in  making  a  fool  of  him  in  his  turn  I 

BARON. 

And  I  will  fecond  you  in  your  fcheme  ;  tho'  I'm 
a  wretched  counterfeit.  However,  there  are  fome 
cafes  in  which  a  man  ought  to  difguife  himfelf : 
and  I  am  of  your  opinion;  that  Julia  is  quite  in  the 
right. 

C  E  N  E 
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SCENE  II. 

Entsr  C  L  E  O  N,  haftily. 
C  L  E  O  N. 

r  will  fee  if  my  uncle  Ha!   the  Baron  and 

Julia  here  flill  !  I  fhall  have  a  fine  ledlure,  I  fup- 
pofe  !  however,  I  am  pretty  well  provided  for  it ; 
and  lliall  cut  the  matter  very  fhort  with  them, 

M  O  N  E  Y  L  O  V  E.     [In  a  mild  tone,}  ' 
Nephew,  come  hither. 

C  L  E  O  N.  [HaHght;iy.'\ 
No  more  fermons,  dear  uncle  !    I  am  no  foci  ; 
and,   befides,  am  of  an  age  to  conduct  myleif 
without  a  guide  ! 

M  O  N  E  Y  L  O  V  E. 
Doubtlefs  you  are  1 

C  L  E  O  N. 

I  am  refolved,  that  nothing  fhall  bribe  me  to 
lay  a  reftraint  upon  my  adlions  I  prefer  my  liberty 
to  my  interell ;  and  acknowledge  no  other  law  buc 
that  of  pleafure  ! 

BARON. 
This  is  fpeaking  very  plain,  I  think  ! 

JULIA. 

But  who  has  any  intention  to  lay  a  reftraint 
upon  you  ? 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Who  ?  you,  and  you,  and  you,  and  I  was 
once  fool  enough  to  be  in  awe  of  you  !  but,  now, 
I  am  weary  of  my  llavery  ;  and  the  treatment  I 
have  received,  has  reflor'd  me  to  myfelf. 

MONEYLOVE. 
O'my  word,  nephew,  you  talk  iti  a  lofty  ftrain  ! 

c  L  E  O  N  . 

3 
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C  L  E  O  N, 

I  fpeak  my  fentiments,  fir  1  and  (hall  no  longer 
be  the  Aibmiflive  animal  I  hav«  been. 

BARON. 

No,  no  !  he  has  thrown  his  rider,  i'  faith  ! 

C  L  E  O  N. 

And  whether  it  difpleafe  you  or  not,  I  am  de- 
termined to  live  like  other  perfons  of  my  rank  f 
I'll  fee  my  friends  as  often  as  they  pleafe  to  favour 
me  with  their  company  ;  ay,  and  entertain  them 
as  elegantly  as  I  polFibly  can  !  I  will  fpare  no  ex- 
pence  to  have  the  firll  charadler  for  liberality  and 
munificence  1  In  a  word,  I  will  ad  juft  as  I  think 
proper,  in  fpite  of  all  the  grumblers  in  Paris  ! 
D'ye  underiiand  me  now,  gentlemen? 

MONEYLOVE. 
Oh  !  extremely  well ! 

B  A  P.  O  N. 

It  mufl  be  own'd,  that  he  explains  himfelf  in  the 
clearefl:  terms  !  but  

C  L  E  O  N. 

Adieu  to  difTimulation*!  I  have^had  too  much  of  it ! 
It  is  an  art  I  fhall  never  pride  myfelf  upon,  fmce 
my  bad  fuccefs  with  you,  fir:  [To  Moneylove.] 
I  have  a  foul  too  open  and  fincere  to  hide  my  fen- 
timents"! Deceit  and  cunning  are  always  th« 
marks  of  a  bad  heart  1  You  underftand  me,  ma- 
dam*    [Lookifig  ear7iejlly  at  Julia.] 

JULIA.  {Smiling,^ 
Oh  !  yes  fir  \  perfedly  well  ! 

MONEYLOVE. 
My  nephew  talks  like  an  oracle  f    There  muft 
certainly  be  a  pleafure  in  extravagance,  that  I  am 
a  flranger  to  !    He  has  made  me  almoft  afhamed 
of  having  fav'd  16  much  mon^y. 

2  ^  ^  CLEON. 
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C  L  E  O  N. 

It  is  a  burthen,  fir,  that  I  am  very  ready  to  eafe 
you  of. 

MONEYLOVE. 
No,  no  ;  I  will  not  give  you  the  trouble  !  I  will 
take  the  management  of  that  bufinefs  upon  myfelf. 
And,  fince  it  is  fo  very  meritorious  to  beggar  one's 
felf,  I  will  fet  about  it  as  faft  as  I  can. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

You  are  pleasM  to  make  merry  with  me,  fir ! 
MONEYLOVE. 

Not  I,  upon  my  word  1  I  begin  to  think  that 
I  was  wrong  in  looking  upon  you  as  a  fool ;  and 
<hat  I  was  rather  one  myfelf. 

BARON. 

And  I  myfelf  am  half  perfuaded  to  retrad  my 
prejudices  1 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Well,  but  what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 
Are  you  ferio43s,  gentlemen  ?  or  are  you  jefting  ? 

BARON. 
Very  ferious,  I  aflure  you. 

C  L  E  O  N.    [To  Moneylove.] 
And  you,  fir,  are  really  no  longer  difpIcasM  with 
tne  ? 

MONEYLOVE. 
Not  in  the  leaft,  I  declare  to  you  !  What  you 
have  fo  often  faid  to  me  about  the  folly  of  avarice, 
has  made  a  fenfible  imprelTion  upon  me  !  I  now 
fee,  that  your  reafoning  was  juft,  and  mine  abfurd  : 
and  am  refolv'd  to  vie  with  you  in  liberality  ! 
What  a  beaft,  an  afs  muft  I  have  been,  to  fpend 
my  whole  life  in  fcraping  together  a  little  trafh  ! 
To-morrow  I  am  determined  to  give  an  degaat  en- 
ceruinmenc  with  a  fplcndid  ball. 


BARON, 
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BARON. 
At  which  I  will  dance ! 

JULIA. 
And  I  will  be  lady  of  the  ceremonies ! 

M  O  N  E  Y  L  O  V  E. 

It  is  what  I  intend.  Bur,  come,  I  am  afraid 

my  prefence  is  a  reftraint  upon  my  nephew  !  His 
friends  exped  him  I  Therefore,,  without  any  fur- 
ther cerenriony,  give  m.e  thy  hand,  Cleon.  Go 
back  to  your  play.  I  know  the  company  are 
waiting  for  you  to  make  a  party.  Enjoy  life,  my 
boy,  while  it  lafts  ;  and  bid  defiance  to  envy  and 
cenfure !    Come,  Baron. 

\Exeunt  Money  love  and  Baron. 

SCENE  III. 

CLEON. 

This  fudden  change  in  my  uncle's  temper,  quite 
confounds  me  1 

J  IT  L  I  A. 

V/hat !  does  your  liberty  fit  uneafy  upon  you  > 

CLEON. 

No ;  but  the  manner  in  which  it  is  given  me, 
appears  very  fufpicious ! 

JULIA. 

You  find  that  your  uncle  begins,  at  length,  to 
behave  with  a  proper  refpedl  to  you  1  

CLEON. 

Are  you  too,  in  concert  with  them,  to  make  ^ 
jeft  of  me  \ 

JULIA, 

No,  Cleon:  I  now  fpeak  to  you  with  the  utmofl 
fincerity.  Your  uncle  was  difpleas'd  with  you  j  he 
has  found  his  error.    In  fine  \  yQu  had  a  fevere 

tyrant  ; 
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tyrant :  I  have  freed  you  from  that  reftraint,  b/ 
bringing  about  this  change  in  his  difpofition. 
This  once  morofe,  cenforions  uncle,  is  ready  to 
induigs  you  in  all  your  pleafures  and  amufements. 
1  (hall  follow  his  example;  and,  in  that,  Ihevv  the 
grateful  fenfe  1  have  of  your  bounties.  The  laft 
of  your  prefents,  which  I  received  from  the  Count, 
and  the  meiTage  annexed  to  it,  have  opened  my  eyes, 
I  plainly  fee  the  foily  of  my  indiicreet  zeal  for 
your  welfare.  My  auflere  humour  has  difgufted 
you  ;  but  behold  me  now,  preparM  to  make  amends 
by  a  refpedful  filence  !  A61  as  you  pleafe  ;  you 
Ihall  never  more  meet  with  contradidlion  from  me, 

C  L  E  O  N. 
This  excefs  of  goodnefs  confounds  me  ! 

JULIA. 

Inconftancy  is  allowable  where  it  is  well  ground- 
ed. Belinda  is  certainly  more  deferving  of  your 
heart  than  me  !  and  every  one  muft  commend  the 
judicious  change  you  have  made  ! — As  to  me ;  I 
fhould  only  have  made  your  life  uneafy,  by  re- 
monrtrances,  that  would  have  proved  as  fruitlefs 
as  difagreeable, — Seek  then  one  whofe  difpofition 
is  more  fuitable  to  your  own  !   it  is  the  only  way 

to  enfure  a  mutual  happinefs  I  and  I  You  blufli 

Cleon  !  and  yet  I  think  I  have  faid  nothing  that 
could  oifend  you. 

CLEON. 

It  is  true;  but  I  plainly  perceive  that  you  are 
piqued  at  my  inconftancy  ;   and  that  . 

JULIA. 

Far  from  it !  I  protefl  it  is  a  matter  of  indifFe- 
xence  to  me  ! 

CLEON, 

Of  indifference ! 

JULIA. 

Yes. 
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C  L  E  O  N. 
I  much  doubt  it ! 

JULIA. 

Indeed  ! 

C  L  E  O  N. 

And  I  believe,  with  reafon ;  which  gives  mc 
fome  concern. 

JULIA. 

Pray,  get  the  better  of  that  miflake  !    Can  you 

think  that  I  am  fo  mean-fpirited  a  creature  : — 

C  L  E  O  N. 
And  yet  you  lov*d  nne,  Julia,  in  your  heait  I 

JULIA. 
I  believe  I  might. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

And  you  had  gained  an  aUTcndcnt  over  mine, 
which  I  found  difficult  to  fl^ake  ofF! 

J  U  L  T  A. 

Never  fear  I  You  will  -Gon  get  the  better  of  it ! 

c  L  1:  O  N. 

It  may  be  fo  ;  b'lt  I  cannot  fee  you  fuiFer,  with- 
out fuffering  myfelf. . 

JULIA.  [Sighwg-] 
Well  then,   Til  endeavour  to  free  you  from  that 
flight  uneafinefs,  by  changing  as  you  have  done.  ^ 
You  love  Belinda  ? 

C  L  E  O  N. 

I  have  been  hitherto  wavering  ;  but  now  you 
confirm  rae  m  my  refolution  :  and,  inflead  of  fol- 
lowing  liic  uidaies  of  love,  I  fhaii  heaik^a  only  to 
thofe  of  refeniment  [ 

JULIA. 

Oh  !  love  will  foon  follow  t 


CLEON* 
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C  L  E  O  N. 

J  wifli  it  may. 

JULIA. 

I  wifh  the  fame. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

I  hope  you'll  be  fatisfy'd. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  BELINDA. 
BELINDA. 
Cleoti,  you  make  the  company  wait.   Hey-day  ! 
what  have  we  here,  a  reconcilement  on  foot  ! 

JULIA. 

No,  madam,  finceyou  are  here,  it  is  my  bufinefe 
to  retire,  and  yield  you  my  place. 

BELINDA. 
You   a6l  extremely  right,   madam,  and  very 
genteely. 

J  U  L  I  A. 

You  fee  what  a  good-natured  creature  I  am. 

BELINDA. 
A%  for  that,  I  cafi't  fay«-^I  know  you  hate  me,i 

JULIA. 

I  hate  you,  madain  !  f  afTure  you,  you  are  greatly 
miftaken  :  1  can  never  hate  any  but  thofe  for  whom 
I  have  had  an  efle^m. 

BELINDA. 

Very  obliging  that !  but  I  excufe  every  thing  to 
difappointed  malice ;  however,  I  muil  take  the  liberty 
of  faying,  that  I  am  not  confcious  how  I  have  de- 
fcrv'd  your  difpleafure,  madam.  Is  it  my  fault,  if 
I  happen  to  be  more  agreeabli?  than  yourlelf  ? 


JULIA. 
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JULIA. 

Certainly  not,  madam  !  it  is  I  who  am  to  blame, 
who  can  only  boaft  a  faithful  heart,  without  the 
charms  of  a  perfon  to  fet  it  off :  you,  madam,  who 
are  fo  juHly  entitled  to  the  preference  in  that  refped, 
have  lefs  reafon  to  confine  yourfelf  to  delicacy  of 
fentiment. 

BELINDA. 

And  yet,  madam,  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
that  upon  a  comparifon,  I  might,  without  any 
great  vanity,  affert,  that  my  heart  is  at  leaft  as  va- 
luable as  yours :  it  is  no  diffembler,  madam,  it  is  a 
votary  to  pleafure  ;  but  I  mud  do  it  the  juftice  to 
declare,  that  it  loves  as  it  hates,  without  any  felf- 
interefled  views. 

C  L  E  O  N.    [Gettirgietiven:  them.] 

Nay,  for  heaven's  fake  [To  Belinda  ]  Let 

me  defire  you,  madam,  to  carry  this  no  farther. 

B  E  L  I  N  ,D  A. 
Nay,  fir,  I  furely  have  a  right  to  reply  1 

C  L  E  O  N. 

True,  but  I  intreat  you  to  moderate  your  paflion, 
and  treat  this  lady  more  tenderly, 

BELINDA. 
How,  fir !  do  you  pretend  to 

C  L  E  O  N. 

I  pretend  to  nothing,  madam,  I  only  want  to 
put  an  end  to  this  converfation. 

BELINDA, 
I  prefume,  fir,  I  may  fpeak  ray  mind  here,  as 
well  as  another, 

JULIA. 

Doubtlefs,  madam,  you  have  full  power  here, 
thanks  to  this  gentleman's  fickle  temper;  you  have 
ample  matter  of  triumph  at  prefent,  but  let  me 

counfci 
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coonfel  you  to  make  the  moil  of  it,  for  the  duration 
depends  wholly  upon  my  pleafure.  \Exit, 

SCENE  V. 

BELINDA. 

Depends  wholly  upon  her  pleafure !  Good  enough 
that !  Oh  !  I  mufi:  take  her  down  in  her  flights !  I 
inuft  indeed  !  Til  follow  her  this  inftant,  and 

C  L  E  O  N. 

For  heaven's  fake,   Belinda,   where  are  you 
gomg  r 

BELINDA. 
Going!  Why,  do  you  think  Til  put  up  with 
thefe  inf  ults  ? 

C  L  E  0  N. 

If  you  have  the  leaft  regard  for  me,  do  not  Ihew 
any  refentment  to  Julia. 

BELINDA. 
A  very  civil  rcquefl:,  and  quite  tender,  I  mud 
own  !  So  then,  if  I  am  defirous  to  continue  in  your 

good  graces,  I  mull  fubmit  to  Oh  admirable, 

1  declare  ! 

C  L  E  O  N. 

I  will  not  diOemble  with  you,  Belinda  ;  my  heart 
{lill  acknowledges  fome  remains  of  tendernefs  for 
Julia ;  but  let  not  this  difpleafe  you  :  the  love  I  feel  ^ 
for  you,  a  love  that  foon  will  make  us  one 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter    PIC  Q^U  E  T. 
PIC  Q^U  E  T. 

What,  always  in  private  parley  !  So  then,  there's 
to  be  no  play  !  no  amufement !  What  are  you  two 

doing 
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doing  here  ?  The  tables  are  fall,  and  Julia  has 
already  taken  her  place, 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Julia  taken  her  place  ! 

PIC  Q^U  E  T. 
Yes,  and  waits  for  you  to  begin  the  party, 

BELINDA. 
Intolerable  !  Can  fhe  have  the  infolencc  to  brave 
me  in  this  manner,  and  in  your  houfe  too  ? 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Mind  her  not—— we  will  be  reveng'd  on  her^ 
by  ruining  her  at  play. 

BELINDA, 

h  good  thought !     ■  ■ 

Thus  hand  in  hnnd  to  dear  revenge  well  move. 
And  hafte  to  fortune  on  the  wings  of  love. 

\E>;eunt\ 


£nd  of  the  Fourth  Act. 
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ACTV.      SCENE  I. 

FINESSE,  {^ola.-l 

0  0  D  heavens  !  what  a  fatal  turn  of  fortune ! 
T  Poor  Cleon!  You  have  now  play'd  your  laft 
ftake  indeed,  and  nothing  is  wanting  to  compleat 
your  ruin,  O'my  ^onfcience,  love  and  fortune 
feem  to  have  confpir'd  this  day,  to  pujiifh  your 
infidelity,  and  revenge  my  miilrefs. 

SCENE  II. 

Inter  BARON, 
BARON. 

Well,  Finefle,  is  the  great  party  within  finifh'd  ? 
Was  my  daughter  concerned  ? 

FINESSE* 

She  was  indeed,  fir, 

BARON, 

And  what  luck  had  fhe  ? 

FINESSE. 
Oh,  moil  dreadfully  great  fir ! 

BARON. 

Dreadfully  great !  an  odd  epithet,  methinks. 

FINESSE. 

It  13  fo,  fir,  but  perfeOly  agreeable  to  the  reft  of 
the  ilory,  which  is  fo  extraordinary,  that  I  ftould 
not  wonder  in  the  lead,  if  you  did  not  give  credit 
to  it ;  for  I  myfelf,  who  was  eye-witnefs  to  the 
whole,  can  hardly  believe  my  fenfes.    You  muft 

know. 
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know,  that  my  miftrefs  had  feated  herfelf,  waiting 
for  the  reft  to  begin  play  ;  when  Cleon  and  Belinda 
came  into  the  room,  hand  in  hand,  and  try'd  every 
way  they  could  devife,  to  put  my  lady  into  a  paflion, 
but  fhe  bore  it  all  with  the  greateft  coolnefs,  which 
encouraged  them  to  perfift.  However,  fhe  watch 'd 
her  opportunity,  'till  (lie  faw  Cleon  tally  upon  a 
card,  and  then  refolved  to  put  her  fortune  and 
levenge  at  once  to  the  teft.  Her  faithlefs  lover, 
who  found  himfelf  reftrained  by  her  prefence,  and 
wanted  to  get  rid  of  her,  by  pufhing  matters  to 
extremity,  provoked  her  to  play  deep,  by  offering 
to  take  all  the  table:  Weil,  reply  d  my  miftrefs, 
you  fhall  be  fatisfy'd,  fir,  I  will  give  you  an  oppor- 
tunity of  ruining  me,  as  you  feem  to  long  for. 
I  lay  a  thoufand  pieces  upon  thofe  thrr.e  cards.  It 

was  agreed  to  ;  my  miftrefs  won  Vexed  at  that, 

and  in  hopes  to  recover  what  he  had  loft,  Cleon 
challenged  her  again  ;  fhe  anfwered  him,  and  had 
the  fame  fuccefs  the  fecond  time.  At  length  tjiey 
grew  fo  warm,  that  they  minded  not  how  mucij 
money  they  laid.  Cleon  doubled  every  time  he 
loft,  and  my  miftrefs  went  on  winning  every  thing 
fhe  betted,  and  broke  Cleon's  bank  no  lefs  than 
four  times, 

BARON. 
For  this  one  time  fortune  has  proved  juft. 

FINESSE. 
Cleon  now  loft  all  patience ;  he  curfed,  he  fwore, 
he  overturned  the  tables;  and  darting  a  furious 
look  at  my  miftrefs,  Barbarous  woman,  fays  he, 
avoid  my  fight.  Julia,  without  the  leaft  emotion, 
delivered  me  the  money  fhe  had  won,  and  left  the 
room  ;  I  followed  her,  you  may  be  fure  :  but  we  had 
hardly  got  into  our  apartment,  when  a  meffage 
came'from  Cleon,  with  a  multitude  of  excufes,  for 
the  ill  behaviour  his  paiTion  had  hurry'd  him  into, 
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and  requeuing  my  miflrefs  to  return  back.  She  he- 
fi rated  for  fome  time  between  tendernefs  and  refent- 
nient,  not  knowing  which  fide  to  take  :  all  this 
while,  meflage  was  coming  after  mefTage  ;  at  length 
fhe  returned  back  to  the  company,  where  fhe  found 
Cleon  a  little  pacify 'd  ;  who,  after  afking  her  pardon 
for  his  palfion,  aflured  her,  that  whatever  ill  fuccefs 
he  might  hereafter  experience,  it  Ihould  never  make 
him  wanting  in  that  refped  which  he  owed  to  her, 
and  his  own  character  as  a  gentleman  ;  and  con- 
cluded with  dcfiring  her  to  give  him  his  revenge, 
which,  he  faid,  he  thought  he  had  a  right  to  infill 
upon. 

BARON. 

Mercy  on  us,  what  a  madman  \ 

FINESSE. 
And  to  make  fhort  of  it,  he  propofed  a  game 
that  I  believe  none  but  the  devil  could  have  been 
the  inventer  of. 

BARON. 
What  game  was  that  pray  ? 

FINESSE. 
Trente  I  think  they  call  it.  Here  Cleon  found 
fortune  Hill  more  fet  againft  him  than  before: 
and,  in  a  very  little  time,  loft  all  his  ready  money, 
bank  notes,  the  deeds  of  his  eftates,  all  his  goods, 
his  equipage,  and  even  to  this  very  houfe  he  lives 
in.  As  foon  as  the  leaches  who  ufed  to  hang  about 
him,  found  there  was  nothing  left  for  them  to 
drain,  my  miftrefs  being  now  in  poiTefTion  of  all, 
nioft  of  them  cooly  took  th'cir  leaves,  in  order, 
I  iuppofe,  to  look  out  for  fome  frelh  dupe.  But 
here  comes  my  miftrefs  herfelf. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  JULIA. 

BARON. 
Daughter !  Finefle  here  has  been  telling  me  the 
010ft  incredible  ftory  !  what  am  I  to  think  of  it  ? 

JULIA. 

It  is  true  in  every  particular,  fir  :  I  have  com- 
pleatly  ruined  Cleon  ;  and  what  ftill  augments  my 
triumph,  is,  that  my  rival,  Belinda,  is  in  as  great 
defpair  as  her  lover.  In  fhort,  they  are  both  df 
them  almoft  befide  themfelves.  We  fhall  now  fee 
if  thofe  fycophants,  who  fo  lately  made  a  tender 
of  their  purfes  at  Cleon's  command,  will,  in  this 
reverfe  of  his  fortune,  be  fo  ready  to  aflift  him. 
I  am  the  moft  anxious  to  fee  how  Belinda  will 
behave,  who  has  it  now  in  her  power  to  prove  the 
lincerity  of  her  affedlion.  But  alas  I  how  feldom 
do  we  find  the  hearts  of  lovers  or  friends  able  to 
(land  the  teft  of  adverfity  ! 

BARON. 

Why,  CleoH  mufl  undoubtedly  be  ready  to  hang 
himfelf  for  fhame  when  he  refledls  :  I  will  go 
diredly  and  inform  our  good  friend  Moneylove 
of  what  has  happened,  and  bring  him  here  to  fee 
the  i/Tue.  [Exit  Baron, 

SCENE  IV. 

FINESSE. 

Well,  madam,  what  ufe  do  you  propofe  to  make 
of  your  vidlory  ? 

JULIA. 

I  cannot  tell  as  yet. 

FINESSE. 
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FINESSE. 
I  am  afraid  poor  Cleon  has  now  no  other  friend 
but  you, 

JULIA. 

In  that  the  chief  joy  of  my  triumph  will  confiH. 

FINESSE. 
Indeed!  furely  you  are  very  keen  in  your  re- 
venge !  Can  you  have  the  heart  to  add  to  his  fuffer- 
ings  ?  he  has  a  title  to  your  compaflion  at  leaft ;  and 
yet  you  appear  quite  unmov'd  at  his  misfortunes* 

JULIA, 
Time  brings  about  all  things. 

FINESSE, 
Indeed,  madam,  I  muft  be  free  enough  to  fay, 
that  your  behaviour  furprizes  mc  :  1  cannot  con- 
ceive how  any  one  can  enjoy  the  ruin  of  a  perfca 
they  have  once  loved. 

JULIA. 

I  am  willing  to  fee  what  efFeft  his  ill  fortune  will 
have  upon  his  love.  His  fate  is  now  in  my  hands ; 
if  he  ihews  himfelf  worthy  of  me,  you  fhall  fee 
whether  I  love  him  or  not. 

FINESSE. 
Indeed,  indeed,  madam,  I  think  you  Tiave  fuffi- 
ciently  punifhed  him. 

JULIA.  \Sm'tli^g:\ 

No,  Finefle,  he  does  not  yet  know  that  his  uncle 
has  difmheritedhim.  Now,  to  put  him  to  the  laft 
trial,  I  intend  that  he  ihall  be  informed  of  that. 

FINESSE. 
By  yourfelf,  madam  ? 

JULIA. 

No,  Finefle,  that  fhall  be  your  tafk :  and  I 
would  have  you  take  an  opportunity  of  acquaint- 
ing him  with  it  in  the  prefence  of  Belinda :  the 

Vol.  I.  L  event 


^2t8       The  SPENDTHRIFT, 


event  will  (hew,  that  inftead  of  being  the  hard- 
i hearted  inexonerable  creature  you  take  me  for,  I  am 
only  playing  the  fkilful  phyfician,  and  referve  the 
faving  remedy  till  the  laft. 

FINESSE. 
Madam,  my  eyes  are  now  opened,  and  Ijom  m 
opinion  with  you,  that  gentle  methods  would  never 
'do  with  him  ;  his  malady  muft  be  fearched  to  the 
^quick,  if  we  are  defirous  of  afFeding  a  cure.  V\\ 
endeavour  to  fteel  my  heart,  and  undertake  the 
operation ;  and  never  truft  me  if  1  do  not  go  thro* 
with  it.    We  (hall  then  fee  what  his  tribe  of  flat- 
terers But  here  he  comes, 

S     C     E     N     E  V. 

Enter  C  L  E  O  N  /V;  «  rage^  fpeaking  as  he  enters, 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Follow  me  not,  I  fay,  I  am  determined  to  fpeak 
to  her  by  herfelf. 

FINESSE. 
For  heaven's  fake,  madam,  avoid  his  fight,  he 
is  furious  I 

C  L  E  O  N.  [Laying  bold  of  Julia,  nobo  is  retiring,'] 

Stop,  madam,  and  give  me  a  moment's  hearing— 
What,  do  you  fly  the  prefence  of  the  wretch  -you 
have  made  ?  Ungrateful,  barbarous  woman  !  You 
•  now  behold  me  ruin'd,  loft,   beggar'd,,  and  by 
yoar  means  !  Enjoy  your  inhuman  triumph  \j 

JULIA. 

Fortune,  you  know,  fir  

C  L  E  O  N. 

Triumph,  I  fay  I  ungrateful  falr-ooe  triumph  ! 
'  But  fool'that  I  am,  to  plsafe  her  yvith  my  diftrefs : 

Jfeed 
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I  feed  her  ears  with  the  moft  agreeable  found  they 
,can  receive,  that  of  my  complaints  and  anguifti; 
The  refpe(^l  I  owe  your  fex,  madam,  prevents  me 
from  giving  the  reins  to  my  pafTion  ;  but  ere  we 
part,,  let  rne  tell  you  the  fentiments  of  my  foul. 
T  am  now  fenfible  you  never  loved  me:  Intered 
was  all  your  view;  and  you  fmiled  on  Cleon  only 
for  the  fake  of  *His  fortune  ;  that  Cleoh  ruined,  and 
a  beggar,  you  now  defpife  and  ftiun.  But  'tis 
enough  :  I  this  moment  bid  you  farewell  for  ever  ; 
and  hafte  to  my  faithful  friends,  who  are  ready  to 
receive  me  with  open  arms,  and  fhare  their  fortunes 
with  me.  Yes,  friendlhip  fhall  make  me  amends 
for  the  injuries  of  love  and  fortune  :  And  I  doubt 

not  

[Julia  makes  him  a  lo-uu  courUfy^  and  Exit, 1 

SCENE  VI. 

C  L  t  O  N. 

She's  gone,  and  without  vouchfaving  me  a  fingle 
word  1  This  is  too  much  to  add  infult  and  con- 
tempt to  the  reft  of  her  treatment, 

F  I  N  E  S  S  E. 

Dear  fir,  moderate  your  paffion  !  be  calm  ! 

.  CLEON. 

'How !  calm !  Do'ft  think  1  can  tamely  bear  with 
fuch  complicated  barbarity  ? 

SCENE  VII^ 
Enter  BELINDA. 

CLEON. 

.  Ah,  come  adorable  Belinda !  and  with,  yoof  fbft- 
1  »efS;i^heal  the  wounds  of  a  bleeding  heart';  A  heart 
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that  reproaches  itfelf  with  its  former  weaknefs,  and 
burns  to  be  yours  alone.  Come  then,  finiih  the 
work  you  have  begun,  and  reign  fole  miftrefs  here. 

BELINDA. 
How,  fir !  was  my  conquefl  then  doubtful  ? 
and  does  Julia  ftill  claim  a  (hare  in  your  tendernefs  ? 
She  has  deferved  it  doubtlefs  1 

C  L  E  O  N. 

No,  fee  me  ready  to  hate  her,  as  much  as  ever 

I  loved  her  Henceforward  you  alone  fhall 

You  heed  me  not ! 

BELINDA. 
We  arc  watchM,  you  fee. 

FINESSE. 
Not  by  me,  madam,  I  afTure  you.  The  more  I 
fee  of  lady  Julia,  the  more  reafon  I  find  to  hate 
her.  And  to  convince  you  of  the  fincerity  of  what 
I  fay,  I  would  now  difcover  fome  more  of  her  fine 
fchemes,  only  that  I  am  afraid— 

BELINDA. 

Of  what  ? 

FINESSE. 
Of  adding  to  your  uneafmcfs,  by  telling  all  I 
know.    You  love  Mr.  Cleon,  madam,  I  am  cer- 
tain ;  but  it  requires  a  more  than  common  fhare  of 
afteftion  to  ftand  the  ihock  of  

BELINDA. 
Proceed,  I  dcfire  you,  we  muft  arm  ourfelves 
with  courage— .What  new  misfortune  bangs  over 
his  head? 

FINESSE. 
None,  madam,  but  what  I  hope  he  will  be  able 
to  fupport  thro'  your  affiftance,  whofe  love  and  ge- 
nerofity  promifc  him  the  moft  fmcere  help.  Poor  Mr. 
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CJeon  !  What  would  he  do  without  you  ?  His  uncle, 
madam.  His  barbarous  uncle,  has  call  him  olF. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Heed  her  not,  Belinda,  I  am  certain  that  he  is 
reconciled  to  me. 

FINESSE. 
Alas,  Sir !  he  only  deceived  you,  in  revenge  for 
the  joke  we  put  upon  him ;  and  that  aftcded  good- 
nature and  tendernefs  of  his,  was  only  to  cover—— 

BELINDA. 
What  \  what  ?  pr'ythee  fpeak  out  ? 

FINESSE.    {Half  crfmg.l 

An  old  hypocritical  villain  !  a  bafe  dliTembl  I  no- 
wretch,  that  ftabs  while  he  embraces  you  I  Yc\s 
fir,  Imuft  tell  you,  that  at  the  very  inf^ant  he  was 
faying  all  the  kind  things  in  the  world  to  you,  he 
was  juft  come  from  figning  your  ruin,  from  difin- 
heriting  you,  cutting  you  off  without  a  farthing; 
and  not  only  fo,  but  has  bound  himfelf  by  an  hor« 
rible  oath,  never  to  alter  his  will  again  in  your 
favour.  And,  to  compleat  all,  fir,  Julia,  my  millrels 
Julia,  is  made  fole  hcirefs  of  his  fortune. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Julia  !  is  it  poffible  fhe  can  have  been  fo  bafe — 

FINESSE. 
Nothing  can  efcape  her  avarice :  And  your 
country  feat,  fir,  the  country  feat  you  fold  

BELINDA. 
How  !  has  he  fold  his  country  feat  ? 

FINESSE.    {Pretending  to  cry,  J 

Yes,  madam,  and  what  is  worfe,  has  lofl  it ; 
that  is,  I  mean  the  purchafe  money  he  received  for 
it.    But  if  you  was  to  know  all,  madam,  you 

L  3  would 


222       ne  SPENDTHRIFT 


would  not  be  able  to  contain  yourfelf  j  nor  you 
neither,  fir,  I  am  fure,  for  my  artful  miftrefs. 

CLE  O  N. 

Well  ! 

F  I  N  E  S  S  E. 
Made  ufe  of  another  name— - 

BELINDA. 

Go  on. 

FINES  S  E. 
To  get  your  ellate  into  her  hands,  fir,  and  is  now 
actually  in  poffemon  of  it 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Perfidious  woman  I  At  the  very  time  too  that 
(Tie  pretended  to  be  incenfed  with  me  for  having 
parted  with  it ;  and  that  I,  in  order  to  appeate 
her 

F  I  N  E  S  S  fi.  . 

Ah,  fir  \  her  heart  is  as  hard  as  a  rock  ;  and 
then  fhe  is  for  getting  every  thing  into  her  hands 
that  (lie  can  come  at,  no  matter  which  way.  Pm 
fure  Ihe  has  been  the  utter  ruin  of  you.  You  have 
not  a  farthing  in  the  world,  either  in  polfelTion  or 
reverfioD,  but  what  is  at  her  mercy.  I  really 
can't  refrain  from  tears,  when  I  think  of  it.  But  I 
v/iil  retire,  not  to  add  to  your  diflrefs  by  my  grief. 
This  lady,  will,  I  am  perfuaded,  do  all  in  her 
power  to  comfort  you. 

[Fmeffe  retires  to  a  dijlancey  oh/erues  them  for 
Jom  tiine^  and  then  goes  out  laughing  to  her/elf,'^ 


S  C'E  N^'E 
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SCENE  VIIL 

CLEON  and  BELINDA, 

\^After  looking  at  each  other  for  fame  timeP^ 

CLEON. 
Well ;  you  fee  my  ruin  is  now  complete. 

BELINDA. 

Quite  fo, 

CLEON.  . 
Good  heavens !  what  a  wretch  fhould  I  be,  but 
for  you,.  Belinda  :  but  fi nee  you  love  me,  my  fate 
appears  lefs  terrible.  Come,  let  us  quit  this  jioufe, 
this  manfion  of  fhame  and  ruin.  Amidli  all  my 
misfortunes,  I  feel  a  fatisfad^ion  in  depending  upon 
your  love  and  generofity  for  a  happy  afylum,  whercf 
I  may  forget — — 

BELINDA.  \lVith  an  ah-  of  rcferv* and c»nfujic>i,'] 
It  would  be  to  no  purpcfe  to  deceive  you,  Cleon  : 
I  heartily  companionate  your  misfortunes.  But  I  am 
not  my  own  mirtrefs.  1  depend  upon  a  guardian, 
who  would  not  fail,  upon  hearing  the  Hate  of  you:- 
affairs,  to  throw  a  thoufand  obllacles  in  the  way  of 
our  union.  We  mufl:  wait  with  patience,  therefore, 
for  the  death  of  this  troublcfome  old  fellow ;  and 
then,  perhaps  

CLEON. 

Extremely  generous  !  You  have  now  ppen'd  to 
me  all  your  heart ;  and  1  fee  my  folly,  in  having, 
thought  myfelf  more  fure  of  you,  than  of  Julia. 
No  ;  women's  hearts  are  all  alike  I  felhfh,  perfidious, 
and  defigning.    Curfed  fex  1 

BELINDA. 
Pray,  Cleon,  learn  more  refped.  I  perceive  your 
misforcuaes  have  four'd  your  temper.    I  muft  tell 

L  4  you, 
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you,  fir,  that  this  infolence  is  not  only  very  dif- 
plcafing  to  nie,  but  ill  fuits  with  your  prefent  condi- 
tion. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Patience^  good  heaven  \  [Walking  ahout  in  diforder.'\ 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  MARQUIS. 

MAR  QJU  I  S. 
Ha  !  Cleon !  how  fares  it,  man  ?  I  am  come  to 
wifh  tiiee  jay.  I  hear  thy  old  uncle  has  difinherited 
thee.  So  that,  thanks  to  ill-nature,  play,  love, 
high-living,,  and  your  own  bounty,  you  are  no 
longer  encumbered  with  a  fuperfluous  load  of 
wealth  J  but,  like  the  Grecian  fage,  by  contemning 
riches,  art  become  a  free  man,  and  enjoyeft  the 
bleifings  of  poverty.  I  am  heartily  rejoic'd  at  it^ 
damn  me  I  for  now,  my  dear,  we  are  upon  an  equa« 
lity  ;  and  may  wander  together,  a  brace  of  philofo- 
phical  beggars,  the  world  over. 

CLEON. 
*Sdcath,  fir  f  do  you  come  to  infult  me  ? 

M  A  R  QJJ  I  S. 
Not  I,  upon  my  foul  I  Fortune  has  ruin'd  you, 
as  Ihe  nas  done  your  humble  fervant.  But  pr'ythee, 
do  not  caft  thyfelf  down  :  you  lent  me  money,  when 
you  had  it ;  and  now,  in  return,  I  will  teach  yoii 
how  to  live  without  it :  Copy  my  example,  and  ae* 
ver  fear  fuccefs. 

CLEON. 

Men  of  my  difpofition.  Marquis,  may  fall  into 
diflrefs ;  bat  they  will  never  do  any-thing  unworthy 
of  their  character.  I  have  ftill  friends  to  apply  to, 
for  affiftance ;  and  can  do  it,  without  diflio- 
nour.    If  they  fail  me,  I  can  ftill  have  recourfe  la 

death ; 
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(de^th ;  which,  to  a  mind  determined,  Uas  no  hor- 
rors. 

M  A  R  QJJ  I  S. 
Zounds!  do  you  pride  yourfelf  upon  honour, 
when  you  are  ruinM  ? 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Surely  I  may  preferve  my  honour,  without  being 
accounted  vain. 

MAR  QJJ  I  S. 
Honour  !  'p^^  •  what  a  plague  is  honour,  with- 
out money  ?    But  I  guefs  how  matters  ftand.  That 
lady!  ha!  my  friend!  That  lady  is  your's ;  from 
her  you  think,, 

C  L  E  O  N. 

No — my  ill  fortune  has  produced  its  whole  eiFe^ls. 
That  lady,  fir,  is  too  well  bred,  to  have  any -thing 
to  fay  to  a  man  who  is  ruin'd.  And  (he,  who  was 
one  poor  hour  ago,  all  tendernefs  and  compliance, 
now  talks  of  a  guardian  in  the  way,  whofe  will  (he 
cannot  contradilt. 

MARQUIS. 
Her  guardian  !   'p(ha !  what  a  paltry  excufe. 
Why  he  is  incapable  of  obftruQing  your  inclina- 
tions.   He's  an  old  bed-rid  wretch,  that  hardly 
knows  what  he  fays  or  does.    She  can  manage  him  ' 
as  ihe  lifts. 

C  L  E  O  N.    [To  Belinda.] 
Do  you  hear  that,  madam  ?  Is  this  the  man  we 
were  to  ftand  fo  much  in  awe  of,  this  dreadful 
guardian !  ■  ■ 

BELINDA. 
Lud  !  do  you  mind  what  a  madman  fays  ? 

MAR  QJJ  I  S. 
And  yet  this  madman  has  his  intervals  of  reafon, 
my  good  changeable  lady.    But  I  am  no  ftranger 
to  you.    That  man,  there  he  Hands ;  that  jzran,  1 

L  5  f^y. 
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fay,  you  caft  ofF,  only  becaufe  you  think  him  ruin'd  \ 
but  I  have  a  thoufand  ways  to  make  him  whole 
again,  if  he  will  hearken  to  me. 

^  BELINDA. 

Oh,  fir,  if  he  takes  you  for  his  model,  he  cannot 
fail,  moll  certainly.  • 

M  A  R  QJJ  I  S. 
He  cannot  fail  of  any-thing  his  heart  defires,  if 
he  will  but  free  himfelf  from  your  power;  and  for 
once,  the  advice  of  a  fool  may  help  to  make  a 
wife  man. 

BELINDA, 

Oh,  if  that  is  all,  far  be  it  from  me  to  be  the 
gentleman's  hindrance ;  I  freely  relinquifh  any  power 
or  interert  I  may  have  in  his  heart;  a  heart,  too, 
which  he  offer'd  me  only  at  fecond-h'and,  and  with 
relu(^lance. 

C  L  E  0  N. 

You  never  had  it,  falfe  woman !  it  ever  panted 
in  fecret  for,  her  from  whom,  with  all  the  art  of 
foftell  inlinuation,  you  fought  to  wean  it.  Bear 
witnefs,  heaven  !  that  heaven  who  now  punifhes 
me  for  trufting  to  the  flattering  tongues  of  fyco- 
phants,  and  fallowing  too  rafhTy  the  dictates  of 
refentment,  that  I  was  blinded  by  your  bewitching 
artifices ;  but  now  you  reftore  me  to  my  fight 
and  realon,  and  my  greatefl  misfortune  is,  that  I 
ever  knew  you. 

BELINDA. 
Well ;  may  I  die,  if  this  theatrical  air  does  not 
fit  admirably  upon  you.  It  may  be  of  fervice  to 
you,  perhaps,  in  your  neceffity.  A  very  little  time 
and  pains  will  make  you  a  perfect  tragedy  hero ; 
and  To  J  leave  you  to  ftudy  your  part. 

[£a7/  difdainfully 
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MAR  QJJ  I  S. 
This  fcene  has  highly  delighted  me  ;  and  it  has 
difcovii'd  to  thee  her  whole  heart.    I  will  go  this 
inllant  to  my  fifter,  and  acquaint  her  with  what  has 
paiTed. 

CJ  L  E  O  N.    ^Holding  himi] 
Save  yourfelf  the  needlefs  trouble,  my  friend  ; 
I  have  too  deeply  offended  her,  ever  to  hope  

MAR  QU  IS. 
'PHia  !  a  mere  joke  !  Women  always  tnke  a  fe- 
cond  thought :  and  I  am  refolv'd  to  try,  if  my  fifter 
has  no,t  ftill  fome  remains  of  love  for  you. 

\Exlt  Marquis. 

.  CLE  ON. 

Her  heart  is  too  fclfilh  to  throw  away  a  thought 
on  me, 

SCENE  X. 

f/y/^r  P I C QU E T,  Juftice  FLORID.  ARSI- 
NOE,  ARAMINTA,  BELISA,  and 
other  Vlfitors. 

A  R  S  I  N  O  E.  [r#  BcliC?,  rrffcrlng.] 

He  mud  make  the  bell  of  hii  ill  fqr.turc; 
)vhat  can  he  do  ? 

BELISA. 

But  then  for  his  uncle  to  dilinherit  him,  after  he 
had  ruin'd  himfelf  I  It  is  really  too  much. 

ARAMINTA. 
My  dear  Cleon,  we  are  quite  ftiockM  at  the  new^ 
we.Jiave  Iieard  1  I  have  ahnoft  cry'd  my  eyes  out, 

BELISA. 

And  I  too.  Ygur  misfortunes  really  dcfervc  comt 
palfion. 

CLEON. 

I  expeftcd  no  le/s  from  your  good  nature. 

PICQVJT. 
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P  I  C  QJJ  E  T. 
Fortune,  Cleon,  feems  to  have  exhaafted  all  her 
malice  on  thee.    The  only  remedy  left  is,  to  hare 
a  good  heart. 

JUSTICE, 
Faith,  that's  true  enough.    You  muft  bear  up 
like  a  man  ;  and  bid  defiance  to  the  jilt,  and  all  her 
tricks.    Bat  where's  Belinda  ? 

C  L.  E  O  N. 

She's  gone,  fir. 

A  R  S  I  N  O  E . 
V/hen  people  have  ill  luck,  you  know,  they 
generally  thiow  up  the  cards, 

B  E  L  I  S  A. 
Yes ;  but  that  is  very  mean,  in  my  opinion; 
A  R  A  M  I  N  T  A. 

It  is  fo,  certainly,  madam.  One  cannot  com- 
mend fucll  a  behaviour. 

A  R  S1.N  O  E. 
For  my  part.  I  always  thought  fhe  had  a  tender 
and  compaffionate  heart ;  but  I  find  I  was  miflaken. 
1  fhall  ad  in  a  very  different  manner,  I  aflure  you, 
[To  Cleon.]  Sir,  1  declare  to  you,  that  no  one  can 
te  more  fenfibly  affeded  with  your  misfortunes, 
than  myfelf,  and  ever  IhalK  You  may  depend  upon 
always  having  my  bed  wifhes  and  prayers  ;  but  in- 
deed, the  fight  of  you  in  this  diftrefs,  is  too  much 
for  me  ;  and  therefore,  I  muft  beg  to  take  my 
leave.  [^^^^>  cur  tiffing  uery  loi^t^ 

B  E  L  I  S  A. 

That  lady,  fir,  exadlly  exprefs'd  my  fentlment?. 

Your  generous  heart,  I  am  forry  to  fay  it,  has  been; 

the  occafion  of  your  ruin  :  but  you  may  reft  afTured 

of  my  eternal  efteem.    Farewell ;  and  do  not  de- 

fpair.  [Exit, 

PICQJLJET. 

Dc<^air !  rot  d^fpair  1  Have  a  good  heart,  Cleon  I 
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ARAM  INT  A. 
And  confider  me,  as  always  ready  to  ferve  you^ 
\She  gi<ves  her  hand  to  Picquet,  nvha  leads  her 
out ;  the  refi  of  the  company  follo'wingy  ex» 
cept  Juftice  Florid.] 

SCENE  XL 

CLEON. 

So!  thefe  are  the  friends  I  trufled  to!  A  cold 
compliment,  and  away  1 — FJoridI  my  dear  Florid  ! 
art  thott  not  furpriz'd  at  what  thou  fee'ft ! 

JUSTICE. 
No,  faith,  not  I,  not  in  the  lead ;  every  one 
worfhips  the  meridian  fun,  you  know.  When  peo* 
pie  are  in  diftrefs,  their  acquaintance  pity  them, 
and  think  even  that  an  obligation. 

C  L  E  O  N» 

Indeed !  but  you  have  often  told  me,  that  if  I 
fhould  ever  Hand  in  need  of  your  affiftance,  I  Ihould 
ftiid  yoa  ready— 

JUSTJCE. 
Well;  and  fo  I  am,  you  fee.    [Looking  on  his 
nvatch.]  Odfo!  what  a  forgetful  rafcal  am  I!  I 
fhould  have  been  at  an  appointment  an  hour  ago. 
Well,  Cleon,  adieu,  {Exit  hafiilj. 

SCENE  XII. 

CLEON.  [Solui,1 
Diflembling  wretch !  With  what  infolence  he 
turns  his  back  upon  a  friend,  who  was  always 
ready  to  aiTift  him.  Grant  me  patience,  good  heaven ! 
I  think  all  maiikind  are  in  concert  to  drive  me 
mad. 


SCENE 
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S     C     E     N     E.  XIIL 

Ent^  the  COUNT, 

J[lVho  feeing  Cleon  alone ,  endea^vours  to  avoid  him^ 

C  E  L  O  N. 

Oh  !  my  friehd !  fee  to  what  I  am  reduc'd ! 
my  misfortunes  have  tired  out  every  one ;  I  have 
ilo  iong-er  a  friend. 

C  O  ITN  T. 
And  drd  you  imagine  you  ever  had  any"? 

•  CE  EON. 

1  did;  but  alas  !  I  find  myfdf  cruelly  deceiv'd. 
Was  there  ever  fuch  a  wretch  ?  what  will  become 
t)f  me  ?• 

e  o  T. 

Let  me  advife  you,  Gkon,  to  moderate  your 
grSef.  What  has  happen'd  to  you,  is  no  more  than 
iwhat  happens  every  day  to  thoufands,  befides  your- 
felf,  who  have  riches ;  and  think,  that  every  one 
who  makes  court  to  the^,  is  their  friend  ;  when  at 
^he  bottom,  it  is  their  purfe,  and  not  their  perfon, 
that  is  fought  after :  when  they  have  no  longer  any 
money,  the  crowd  of  flatterers  disappear,  and  leave 
them  to  curfe  their  folly  by  themfelves.  So  has  it 
fared  with  you ;  polTefsM  of  an  immenfe  eftate, 
and  in  view  of  one  ftill  more  confidcrable,  you  fee 
DO  bounds  to  your  extravagance ;  but  give  away 
your  fortune,  andwithit,  your  friends.  But  patience, 
man  \  it  is  the  way  of  the  world ;  and  you  have 
iiothing  to  do,  but  follow  the  torrent. 

G  L  E  O  N. 

But  furely,  ycu  are  not  one  of  thofe  deceitful 
friends  I 

COUNT. 
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'  Mt!  I  made  one  amongft  the  crowd  of  ydut 
flatterers.  But  you  will  no  longer  be  troubled  with 
fuch;  your  jK)verty  and  nfisforttfnes  will  make  all 
your  acquaintance  fincere.  . 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Bafe  man !  Did  you  wait  'till  I  was  thus  reduced* 
to  fpeak  the  truth  to  me  ?  .  i 

COUNT. 
My  dear  Cleon,  nothing  is  to  be,  done  in' this 
world  by  plain  dealing.  But  do  not  think  you  are 
the  only  one  who  has  been  impdf&d  upon  by  felfe 
appearances ;  the  moft  artful  may  be  deceived,  as  I 
have  experienc'd  from  that  bafe  vvidovV^  Who.  has 
ruin'd  you. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

How  fo  ?  ''^"^ 

C  O  U  N  T.'        ..;    ■  ■    '  • 
I  lov'd  her.    She  ffatter'd  my.  pM\ih  with  hVd 
hopes ;  ^nd,  with  a  view  to  gain  hen?"  heart,  1  foli- 
cited  you  to  make  her  continual  prefents'.    I  even' 
alfilled  her  in  all  her  defigns  upon  yba  ;  and,  in  re- 
turn, have  met  with  the  nibft  infulting  refufal,  and 
bitter  expreflions  of  hatred  and  ''avcrfioii.    i  nbw 
declare  the  whole  truth,  in  order  td  make  youj 
fome  amends  for  having  impofed  upon  >*our  good^. 
nature,  by  letting  you  fee,  that  the  wohian,  on* 
whom  you  had  fixed  yoiir  heart,  is  the  moll  bafe,' 
defigning,  felfifh — the  moft  loft  to  every  fentiment 
©f  honour,  generofity  and  compaflion,  that  ever 
made  a  tool  of  fond,  believing  mart  I  I  am  rea^y 
to  hang  myfelf,  \vheh'  T  thfnk  hdw  I  haVe' fuVerM 
her  to  jilt  me  !  Wonder  iro  bngef,  thfen,  if  fhe  has 
ferved  you,  as  the  reft  xif  yout  hKQ  fnthds>  hay^ 
done.  The  whole  iVorfd  is  but' One  gt^it  l^e';  and 
he  that  hopes  for  fincerity  in  it,  deceives  himfelf 

grofly. 
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grofly.  Thus  far  in  excufe  for  myfelf,  and  fo  fare» 
welL  ,  [£v//, 

S     C     E     N     E  XIV. 

C  L  E  O  N.  l^olui,'] 
Amazement  (Irikes  me  dumb  !  Oh,  fool !  fool  f 
to  have  been  fo  long  the  dupe  of  fycophants  and 
and  traitors !  But  Julia !  that  (he  

S     G     E     N     E  XV. 

\Enter  PAS  QU  I  N,  nxjith  a  mdancholy  air.]  . 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Well  J  what  news  bring  you  ? 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
That  you  are  undone,  fir.  Your  rogue  of  a 
fleward,  feeing  how  matters  were  going,  has  de- 
camped, with  all  your  plate  and  valuable  effedts  he 
could  lay  his  hands  on,  and  has  left  nothing  behind 
him,  but  this  note,  which  I  found  lying  open  upon 
th&  table  in  his  room. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Let  me  fee  it.  Every  one  confpires  to  betray  me. 
[Looking  on  the  letter,']  Ha  !  directed  to  Mr.  Gripe^ 
and  dated  from  Breft  [  This  muft  be  fomething  in- 
terefting  !  perhaps  it  brings  me  fome  comfort  j  it 
was  never  more  wanted. 

[Reads.] 

I  am  forry  to  acquaint  you  with  this  bad  news : 
"  The  fhip,  in  which  your  mafter  had  a  very 
rich  venture,  has  unfortunately  been  caft 
**  away,  as  fhe  was  entering  the  harbour,  and 
^  both  veflel  and  cargo  are  entirely  loft/^ 
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So  then,  my  misfortunes  pour  all  at  once  upon 
mc,  and  my  lafl  hopes  are  fwallow'd  up  in  the  fea. 
Curfed,  perfidious  element!  doft  thou,  too,  join 
with  my  falfe  friends,  to  undo  me?  Heavens! 
what  will  become  of  me  ? 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 

Will  you  permit  your  faithful  Pafquin  to  fay  one 
word,  fir? 

C  L  E  Q  N. 

Go  to  Julia  from  me— - 

^  A  S  Q^U  X 

Yes,  fir. 

C  L  E  0  N. 

And  tell  her,  that  I  requeft,  as  a  favour,  that  (he 
v^ill  pay  my  fervants  their  wages,  and  difcharge 
them. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N,    \Sohbhg  and  crying,'] 

That's  already  done,  lir  :  they  are  all  gone. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
And  what  doft  thou  do  here  ? 

PAS  QJJ  I  Nv 
I  do  not  know  how  they  intend  to  difpofe  of  me* 
fir.    But  be  it  as  it  may,  I  am  determined,  while  I 
have  life,  never  to  quit  you,  but  follow  your  for- 
tunes all  the  world  over. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

What  can'ft  thou  expedl  of  me  ?  I  am  a  beggar. 

PAS  Q^u  I  N» 
The  fmall  matter  I  am  mafler  of,  as  it  was  got 
in  your  fervicc,  (hall  be  fpent  in  it. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Ah  !  this  is  too  much,  I  now  feel  all  my  mifery. 
Behold  the  only  one  left  me  of  all  my  friends  I 
Ungrateful  wretches !  let  this  example  make  you 
bluih,  if  you  are  yet  capable  of  it—— Go,  Pafquin, 

leave 
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leave  me  alone' to  my  fate  Give  fne  that  chair; 

it  is  the  laft  fervice  I  fhall  require  at  thy  hands. 

P  A  S  QU  I  N.  IKneelsyandhrffes  his  hafid,^ 

My  maftcr  !  oh,  my  dear  matter  !  let  your  poor 
fervant-i— 

C  L  E  O  N; 

^Retire ;  you  will  oblige  me.         [Exit  Pafquia. 
SCENE    the  Laft. 

£CIeon  thronjjs  hitnfelf  into  the  chair^  and  continues 
fome  time  Jtlent,  Julia  enters  foftly  behind^  and 
Jiands  lijieni?ig.'\ 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Fruiilefs  remorfe  !  vain  and  idle  repentance,  why- 
d(r  you  now  torment  me  ?  O  !  fluggard  reafon  ! 
why  didiV  thou  not  awake, . 'till 'twas  too  late,  to 
fave  me  from  ruin  !  Abandoned  f  betray 'd  t  dilin- 
heriteH !  ahd  what*  is  worfe,  to  have  deferv'd  it, 
tool  Oh,  fool !  fool !  to  trilft  to  friends !  and  yet  I 
can  forgive  them:  but  yOu,  Julia;  }0U,  whom  I 
lov'd  !  whom  my  fond  heart  doated  on  ;  for  you  to 
abandon  me  to  riiy  .  cruel  fate !  Oh  !  that  thought 
diftrads  me !  Could  a  momentary  and  fiditious  in- 
coiiftancy  meHt .  fo  dreadful  a  revenge  !  C^uld  the 
reproaches  of  a  lover,  ruinM  by  your  own  hand, 

could  they  call  for  ^But.  you  never  lov'd  me  ; 

the  event  has  prov'd  the  jalHce  of  thefe"  reproaches  f 
My  death  I  know  will  pleafe  you — you  will  no: 
long  remain  unfatisfied  :  I  feel  its  approach!  it 
will  at  once  terminate  my  lhame  and  mifery  !— - 
Why  comes  it  not  ?  or  does  it  mean,  like  the  reft 
of  my  falfe  friends,  to  forfake'  me  in  the  hour  of 
need  ?■■  I  will  fecure  it !  \pran;oing  his  fLvord.\ 
Ungrateful  Jul5a  !  falfe  world,  farewei! 

\^As  he  is  going  to firike^  Julia  jieps  forivard, 
and  catches,  hold  of  bis  arm.} 

JULIA. 
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J  IT-  L  I  A.  ! 
Rafli  man  !  what  would  you  do  ? 

'     '  I'     C  L  E  O^!  .  ^ 

O  heavensT  Julia  !  ah,  forbear  'tliis'  u/elefs'  cafe" 
of  a  life,  that  can  be  no  longer  of  any  ufe  to 
thee.    Thou  know'ft  I  have  nothing  left. 

JULIA, 

"  Ungrateful  Cleon  !  what  can  you  want,  when  I 
am  in  poflefiiori  of  your  Wealth  ?  Had  you  not  been 
blinded,  70U  mud  have  read  the  true  defign  of  that 
heart,  whom  you  accufed  of  bafe  and  mercenary 
views.  1  have  endeavoured  to  ruin  you,  it  is  true  ; 
but  it  was  in  order  to  preferve  you  from  being  ruinM 
by  others.  1  have  ftript  you,  but  it  was  to  reftore 
you  all  again.  There  was  no  other  way  to  fave  you 
from  yourfelf.  You  are  flill  mailer  of  all  I  pofTefs  ; 
and  with  a  heart  overflowing  with  love  and  tender- 
nefs,  I  nov/  offer  you  the  fortune  you  thought  for 
ever  loft.  Receive  it,  then,  my  dearefl  Cleon  ;  and 
with  it,  the  hand  of  her  who  knows  no  happinefs 
but  what  is  your's.  Be  yourfelf  once  more  j  live 
happy,  and  live  with  me. 

CLEON.  [ThroTving  hi  mf elf  at  her  feet,'] 

Adorable  Julia  1  much  injurM  fair-one  !  Oh,  fpare 
thy  repenting  lover.  Shame,  love  and  remorfe, 
overwhelm  me  !  I  cannot  bear  this  tender,  compli- 
cated  diflrefs. 

JULIA. 

For  heaven's  fake,  rife,  Cleon.  I  am  happy  to 
have  found  a  way  to  convince  you  of  your  error, 
and  the  (incerity  of  my  love.  Come  with  me.  My 
father,  who  has  been  privy  to  my  whole  defign,  is 
now  waiting,  to  confirm  to  you  the  pofTeffion  of  my 
hand  and  iortune.  Your  uncle,  too,  approves  of 
what  is  done ;  my  brother  has  made  his  peace ; 
and  harmony  is  once  more  leflored  to  every  breaft. 

Tho' 
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Tho'  tofsM  awhile  on  fortune's  boift'rous  fea. 
We  hail  the  promife  of  a  brighter  day  : 
The  ilorm  fubfides,  the  furge-lafli'd  bark  prepares 
To  touch  the  port,  the  end  of  all  our  cares - 

CLE  ON. 
To  you,  my  peace  and  happinefs  I  owe. 
With  the  Hill  nobler  gift,  myfelf  to  know ; 
And  taught  by  yOu,  fhall  own,  thro'  future  life. 
The  chief  of  buffings,  is  a  prudent  wife. 


The    E  N  D. 
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TRIPLE  marriage; 


COMEDY  of  One  ACT. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON  iE. 

Orontes,  An  old  Gentleman, 

IT  ^  His  Son,  pri'vately  married  to 

VALERE*  ■%       T  T 

I  Juha. 

Q^^Q^  \  A, young  Gentleman,  privately 

\     tnarried  to  Ifabella, 

Mr.MicHAUT, 

Martin,  Servant  to  Ql^on* 


T  1  A  r  Afi-ich  old  Lady,  in  lo^e  nvith 
Lady  Amorous,  J  ^,„j^^^^ 

Isabella,  Daughter  to  Orontes. 

Julia.  A  young  Lady  of  Fortune, 

Ci^imeiJe/i  w    /  M^f'rjid^pki^ately  to  Orontes, 

Agnes,  A  Child,  Daughter  to  Orontes, 

Nerina,  Maid  to  Ifabella. 


A  Company  of  Dancers,  Muficians,  and  Mafks. 
Scene,  O  R  O  N  T  E  S's  Houfe  in  Paris. 
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TRIPLE  MARRIAGE: 

A    C  O  :M  E  D 


s   c   E   N   I:  I. 

O  R  O  N  T  B  S. 

[Sittiftg  at  a  table  in  a  mujing  poJlure.'\ 

NO  !  I  cannot  be  perfedlly  happy !    I  had  a 
wife  ;  Ihe  dy'd  ;  and  I  movirn'd  for  her  oat 
of  form  ;  tho%  in  my  heart,  I  was  finccrely  glad 
to  be  rid  of  one  who  was  a  perpetvial  .reftraint 
uponime  ;^  and  ihiagined  ftie  h^d  a  right  tp  be 
miftrefs  of  my  heart  and  aiFedlions,  tho*  we  had 
been  married  above  two  ^nd  twenty  years.    I  was 
,  in  hopes  that  her  death  would  haye  reftor'd  me  to 
my  liberty  ;  but  I  am  now  a  flave  to  my  children; 
and  am  obliged  to.keep  up  a  decorum  that  is  very 
^irktbme  to  mej^  left  I  fh.ould  become  the  town- 
-  talk  !    I  have  a  tall  trapping  fellow  of  a  fon,  flar- 
ing me  in  the  face  for  a  wife  !    What  a  mortifi- 
cation 
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cation  to  a  father,  who  has  not  the  leafl  inclination 
to  renounce  the  pleafures  of  the  world  !  I  have  a 
daughter  too,  an  amiable,  genteel,  well-made 
girl,  who  cannot  be  perfuaded  to  turn  nun ;  and 
therefore  muft  have  a  hufband  and  a  portion  ! 
-What  a  cruel  circumftance  for  a  father,  who  loves 
his  money  better  than  his  daughter  !  [R^Jt^g-^ 
What  to  determine  upon,  I  know  not !  I  muft 
endeavour  to  amufe  them  as  well  as  I  can,  till  1 
have  time  to  fettle  matters  to  my  liking. 

SCENE  II. 

EfiUr  N  ERIN  A. 

NERINA. 

Lord  blefs  me,  fir  !  what  is  the  meaning  of  aH 
this  ?  There  arc  a  parcel  of  people  below,  that 
are  getting  as  drunk  as  lords !  My  god  !  what 
r^wallows  they  have  !  They  have  already  empty *d 
thirty  bottles ;  and  are  complaining  that  we  let 
them  perifli  with  thirft !  For  heaven's  fake,  who 
are  they  all  ? 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Oh!  they  are  dancers  and  muficians. 

NERINA. 
Dancers,  and  muficians,  quotha !  they  drink 
like  Templars ! 

ORONTES. 
Well,  they  do  no  more  than  what  is  cuflomary 
with  people  of  their  clafs. 

NERINA. 
Efpecially,  I  fuppofe,  when  it  is  at  another's 
coft  !  I  might  indeed  have  known  them  by  that : 
But,  dear  fir,  give  me  leave  to  aft  you,  what  fan- 
.  cy  took  you  to  bring  this  fet  of  Bacchanals  to  live 
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at  free  quarters  here  ?    Do  you  propofe  to  giv^e  a 
ball  to-night  ? 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Yes,  Nerina ;  I  intend  to  have  a  kind  of  mufical 
entertainment  at  my  houfe  this  evening  ;  a  fort  of 
mixed  ball  and  concert :  and,  for  that  purpofe,  I 
have  fent  for  thefe  performers. 

NERINA. 
Then,  pray  fir,  fend  to  forbid  their  having  any 
more  liquor  :   for,  if  they  go  on  as  they  have  be- 
gun, you  will  be  obliged  to  hire  people  to' carry 
them  home. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Never  fear,  wench  ;  the  more  they  drink,  the 
better  they  will  play. 

NERINA. 
It  may  be  fo,  poffibly  !  but  how,  in  the  nara^ 
of  wonder,  came  you,  fir,  who  have  been,  almoU 
all  your  life,  fo  profefled  an  enemy  to  thefe  kind 
of  diverfions,  to  make  your  houfe  the  rendezvous 
of  fuch  gentry  ? 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
I  have  my  reafons  for  it,  Nerina  ;  and  they  will 
appear  ere  long.     Befides,  as  my  dau-ghter  has 
been  fo  long  out  of  order,  I  thought  a  little  diver- 
fion  of  this  kind  might  conduce  to  her  recovery. 

NERINA. 
Mufick  and  dancing  are  certainly  very  pleafing 
recreations ;   but  I  have  a  notion  that  fomething- 
more  eflential  is  neceffary  to  her  recovery  ! 

O  R  O  N  T  E  s. 

Oh  !  I  know  what  you  would  be  at !    I  fuppofc 
you  mean  flie  wants  a  hufband. 

NERINA. 
Undoubtedly,  fir  !    Matrimony  is  a  never-fail- 
ing reftorative  to  a  fickly  young  woman. 

M  '  ORONTES, 
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O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

Yes :  but  I  know  my  daughter  is  of  too  rcferv'd 
and  virtuous  a  difpofition— — 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

Lord,  fir  !  a  young  lady  may  be  perfedly  vir- 
tuous, fure,  and  yet  wifh  for  a  hufband  1  And  in- 
deed, it  is  this  v^ry  virtue  that  makes  her  defirous 
to  be  marr)''d  For  thofe  who  are  not  quite  fo 
fcrupulous,  may  difpenfe  with  the  formality,  pro- 
vided they  have  the  efTential  part.    For  inllancc 

now — -Suppofe  

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

Pr'ythee,  don't  teize  me  with  your  fuppofitions ! 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Suppofe,  I  fay,  you  had  a  great  way  to  travel  in 
the  heat  of  fummer. 

ORONT'ES. 

Well  ? 

TSr  E  R  I  N  A. 
And  you  was  abfolutely  forbid  to  drink  any 
tbing  till  you  had  got  to  the  end  of  your  journey  ; 
where  an  agreeable  refrefhment  was  waiting  for 
you— - 

O  R  O  N  T  £  S. 
What  is  all  this  to  the  purpofe  ? 

NERINA. 
Don't  you  think,  now,  that  if  you  was  to  go 
into  a  tavern  or  drinking-houfe  by  the  way,  you 
would  be  in  lefs  hafte  to  get  to  the  end  of  your 
journey,  than  if  you  had  fcrupuloufly  obferv'd  the 
prohibition  made  you  at  your  fetting  out  ? 

ORONTES. 
I  believe  I  might ;  and  what  then  ? 

NERINA. 
Why,    then,  fir,  it  is  exadlly-  a  parallel  cafe 
with  a  young  woman  who  gives  a  loofe  to  her  in- 
clinations; 
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cllnatiohs  ;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  Mifs  lo- 
belia is  the  traveller  who  obferves  the  rule  pre* 
fcrib'd  :  and  who,  by  this  fcrupulous  exadnefs, 
finds  herfeif  reduced  to  the  laft  extremity.  Only 
reftecl  upon  this,  fir.  It  is  impoffible  to  bear  third 
for  ever  ;  and  it  is  dangerous  to  drive  a  young 
woman  to  the  neceffity  of  refreihing  herfeif  by  the 
way  ! 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

P{ha  !  you  may  fuppofe  and  fuppofe  what  you 
pleafe  ;  but  you  can  never  perfuade  me,  that  a 
longing,  of  this  kind  you  are  talking  of,  has  been 
the  caufe  of  my  daughter's  illnefs. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

You  fee  it  has  puzzled  all  the  phyficians  to  ac- 
count for  her  malady  j  and  it  is  more  by  a  miracle, 
than  their  remedies,  that  fhe  has  got  the  better  of 
it.  You  know,  I  have  never  quitted  her  during 
the  whole  time  of  her  illnefs  :  and  have  I  not 
heard  her  figh  whole  days  and  nights  together  ? 
Have  I  not  feen  her  frequently  bath'd  in  tears; 
and  pining  away  in  fuch  a  manner  as  made  us 
fear  her  life  ?  Now  I,  who  am  perfectly  well 
ficiird  in  fuch  matters,  know  that  thefe  are  certain 
fy mptoms  of  love.  

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
So,  then,  you  really  think  fhe  has  fome  fecret 
inclinations  ? 

NERINA. 

I  am  fure  of  it  1 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

Plha  [  I  know  there  is  nothing  in  it !  I  am  po- 
fitive,  that  (he  does  not  even  know  what  it  is  to 
have  any  inclinations ! 

NERINA. 

Excellent  that !    A  young  woman,  turn'd  of 

M  z  five' 
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five  and  twenty,  and  have  no  inclinations !  and 
in  an  age  when  the  fex  are  fo  foon  ripe  ?  Fie, 
lir !  you  can  never  mean  wkat  you  fay, 

ORONTES. 
I  defire,  however,  that  you  will  not  mention 
any  thing  of  that  kind  to  her  :  you  may  put  no- 
tions into  the  girl's  head  that  fhe  never  thought 
of. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

Oh  !  ril  anfwer  for  her  that  her  notions  are  as 
lively  as  mine. 

ORONTES. 
Well ;  ril  go  and  give  orders  about  my  ball. 

[Exii  Orontes.] 

SCENE  III. 

N  E  R  I  N  A.  [So/a.] 

In  fpite  of  his  endeavours  to  conceal  it,  I  find 
that  what  I  have  faid  has  made  an  impreflion  on 
him.    But  I  cannot  exped  as  yet  

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  ISABELLA. 

ISABELLA. 
My  father  is  Juft  gone  out,  I  fee  :  what  has 
he  been  faying  to  you,  Nerina  ? 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Why,  we  were  talking  of  your  late  illnefs ;  and 
rejoicing  at  your  recovery. 

ISABELLA. 

Hum  !  was  that  all  that  pa/Ted  ? 

I 


"The  TRIPLE  MARRIAGE.  2^5 

N  E  R  IN  A. 
I  fuppofe  you  want  to  know  if  h«  was  talking 
of  a  hufband  for  you  ? 

ISABELLA. 
It  is  high  time  he  fliould  think  of  it. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Why,  indeed  it  is  a  little  hard  upon  you  to 
have  liv*d  lingle  fo  long  :  befides,  at  your  time  of 
life,  there  is  fome  danger  of  dying  an  old  maid, 
unlefs  fpeedily  provided  for.  1  have  been  reading 
your  father  a  curious  ledure  upon  this  fubjed. 

ISABELLA. 
Well,  and  did  he  feem  to  be  more  favourably 
inclined  with  refpefl  to  me  } 

N  E  R  I  N  A, 

Not  in  the  lead !  He  v/ill  have  it,  that  you 
are  ftill  a  novice  \  a  mere  infant,  in  thofe  things  ; 
and  that  you  think  no  more  about  matrimony  than 
your  little  filler  Agnes. 

ISABELLA. 
My  poor  mother  us'd  to  tell  me,  that  if  fhe 
died  before  my  father,  I  fhould  run  the  rifk  of 
continuing  a  long  time  unmarried. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

Her  prediction  is  but  too  well  fulfilled :  Body 
o'me,  madam,  you  muft  pluck  up  a  fpirit ;  and 
tell  the  old  gentleman  your  mind,  without  min- 
cing the  matter.  Tell  him,  in  plain  terms^  that 
he  is  miferably  miilaken  in  his  opinion  of  ycu  ; 
and  that  you  are  too  firidly  virtuous  to  continue 
fo  much  Icnger. 

ISABELLA. 
Blefs  me,  Nerina  !  I  n»ail  never  be  able  to  look 
him  in  the  face  and  make  lucii  ^  declaration  ! 


K£RINA, 
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N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Well  then,  you  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  con- 
tent yourfelf  with  a  fingle  life;  and  wait  patiently 
for  your  good  papa^s  death. 

ISABELLA. 
I  am  already  determined  on  that  head. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
But  there  is  another  way  left  yet ;   if  you  have 
the  courage  to  try  it :  which,  by  the  bye,  I  much 
doubt. 

ISABELLA. 
And  what  w^ay  is  that,  pray  ? 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Why,  to  look  out  for  fome  agreeable  young 
fellow  ;  fettle  matters  between  yourleives;  and  tie 
the  knot  without  more  to  do. 

ISABELLA. 
And  are  you  the  perfon  to  advife  me  to  do  fuch 
an  adion,  Nerina  ? 

N  B  R  I  N  A. 
My  dear  lady,  one  mud  help  one's  felf  a  little 
in  this  life  !  and,  when  a  young  perfon  has  fuch 
a  father  as  your's,  it  is  very  allowable  to  provide 
for  her  urgent  neceffities,  without  confulting  him  ; 
provided  always  it  is  done  in  a  julland  honourable 
manner.  Come,  come,  you  may  be  as  referv'd 
as  you  pleafe;  but  I  know  that  you  love  Cleon. 

ISABELLA. 
Oh,  Nerina  !  I  have  fuch  things  to  tell  thee  \ 
if  I  was  fure  of  your  difcretion. 

NERINA. 
I  am  a  woman,  madam  !  but,  for  all  that,  I  can 
keep  a  fecret !   But,  as  you  feem  to  doubt  me,  I 
do  not  defiie  to  be  made  your  confident. 


ISABELLA* 


T-y^^  TRIPLE  MARRIAGE.  247 

ISABELLA. 
After  the  proofs  I  have  had  of  your  afFe£lion  ta 
me,  I  can  hardly  think  you  would  undo  me  by  a 
difcovery  ;  for  undo  me  you  would,  if  you  fhould 
ever  reveal  what  1  am  about  to  entruft  you  with. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
I  proteft,  by  all  that's  good,  that  your  intereH: 
is  dearer  to  me  than  my  own  ! 

ISABELLA. 
In  the  firfl  place,   then,   I  muft  acknowledge 
that  I  have  a  fincere  afFedlion  for  Chen, 

N  E  R  I  N  A, 
I  never  doubted  it. 

I  S  A  B  E  L  L  A» 
And  that  I  have  promifed  to  love  him  for  ever. 

N  E  R  I  N  A, 
There  you  was  wrong.    A  young  woman  fhould 
Dever  make  any  fuch  promife. 

ISABELLA^ 

Why  fo  ? 

N  E  R  I  N  A, 
Becaufe  it  is  an  hundred  to  one  but  (he  breaks 

tu 

ISABELLA. 
But  I  fliall  keep  mine  inviolably  to  Cleon. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
So  then  you  never  intend  to  marry  him  ? 

ISABELLA. 
Not  marry  him  ?    Why,  I  have  fworn  never  to 
fee  another's  1 

-    N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Take  my  word  for  it,  madam,  Love  and  Hy- 
men have  long  parted  ;  and  have  fworn  never  10 
come  together  again  ;  and  I  would  take  their  word 
before  yours. 

M  4  i'sabeli/Sm. 
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ISABELLA. 
Pr'ythce,  ceafe  thy  raillery  I  Cleon  and  I  have 
found  means  to  reconcile  them. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
I  wifh  you  may  not  be  miftaken  !    But,  is  this 
all  you  have  to  fay  to  me  ? 

ISABELLA. 
I  tremble  to  fpeak  the  refl ! 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

Ah  !  I  am  terribly  afraid  you  have  drank 
by  the  road. 

ISABELLA, 

Pr'ythee,  what  doft  mean  ? 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

You  fliall  know  another  time  :  but,  go  on  with 
your  tale. 

ISABELLA. 
As  Cleon  is  equal,  in  point  of  birth,  to  myfelf, 
and  is,  befides,  pofTefled  of  a  plentiful  fortune  \ 
we  agreed,  that  one  of  his  friends  fhould  intro* 
duce  him  to  my  father,  as  a  perfon  who  was  every 
ivay  a  fuitable  match  for  me. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Mighty  well  !  And  what  reception  had  he  ? 

ISABELLA. 
Oh  !  it  is  impoffible  to  dufcribe  the  harfli  anfvver 
my  father  gave  him  !    In  Ihort,  he  gave  him  to 
undtrftand,  that  he  would  hearken  to  no  propofals 
of  that  kind. 

N  E  R  I  K  A. 

Mercy  on  us !  Such  a  father  richly  deferves  to 
have  his  daughter  marry  without  afking  him  leave ! 

ISABELLA. 

Why,  would  you  have  done  fo  in  my  cafe  ? 

NERINA. 
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N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Would  I !  ay,  ten  times  over. 

ISABELLA. 
Well  then,  my  dear  Nerina!  know — that — I 
have  followed  your  advice  beforehand.  I  am 
Cleon's  wife !  We  were  marry'd  privately ;  but 
with  my  aunt's  confent ;  at  whofe  houfe  I  faw  my 
lover  every  day.  But  alas  !  my  happinefs  was  of 
fhort  duration  1  My  father,  alarm'd  at  the  fre- 
quent viflts  I  made  to  my  aunt,  commanded  me 
to  break  them  off ;  and,  at  the  fame  time,  forbid 
Cleon  coming  to  our  houfe.  This  threw  me  into 
defpair ;  and  was  the  caufe  of  the  long  illnefs, 
which,  as  thou  knoweit,  brought  me  almoft  to 
death's  door. 

NERINA. 
i  am  delighted,  my  dear  lady,  with  what  yoa 
have  told  me  ;  and  you  may  depend  upon  my  af- 
fixing you  to  the  utmoft  of  my  But  whom 

have  we  here  ? 

SCENE  V. 

Enter   CLEON  and  MARTIN,  dreil 
like  Dancers.     [Martin  drunk.'] 

MARTIN. 

Come  on,  fir.  Hey  1  what  have  we  here  ?  a 
brace  of  fillies  ?    I'  cod  we  mull  touzle  them  ! 

CLEON. 

Peace,  rafcal!  and  behave  with  proper  refpe6t ! 

MARTIN. 
Look  you,  lir,  I  have  drank  heartily  ;  and  wine 
and  refpedt  feldom  go  together ! 

M  5  CLE0N\ 
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C  L  E  O  N. 

I  am  afraid  this  drunken  varlet  will  difconcert 
my  whole  fcheme  !  What  a  curfe  it  is,  that  1  am 
obliged  to  make  ufe  of  him  1 

ISABELLA. 
Who  are  thefe  people,  Nerina  ? 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

Two  of  the  dancers  that  your  father  has  fent 
for  to  divert  you. 

MARTIN. 

Yes,  my  princefs  ;  we  will  fhew  you  excellent 
paftime  prefently. 

NERINA. 
I  ihould  know  that  phiz  ! 

MARTIN. 
Phiz  ?  Phiz  in  your  face,  miftrefs ! 

C  L  E  O  Nr 
Will  you  be  filent,  Mr.  rafcal  ? 

ISABELLA. 
Mercy  on  us !  is  not  that  Cleon's  voice  ?    It  is  \ 
It  is  hehimfelf !  I  know  him  now  1  Good  heaven!^ 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Be  not  furprizM,  my  deareft  Ifabella  !  it  is  Cle- 
on  ;  your  tender  hufband,  who  has  furmounced  a 
thoufand  obilacles  to  procure  the  pleafure  of  feeing, 
you  f 

ISABELLA. 
Alas  !  you  could  not  have  more  agreeably  fur- 
priz'd  me  ;  and  my  joy  would  be  too  great  for  ut- 
terance, were  it  not  allay'd  by  the  cruel  appre- 
henfion  of  the  danger  you  run,  if  my  father 
ihould  difcover  you ! 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Let  me  conjure  you,  not  to  be  alarm'd  on  my 
account !  This  difguife  conceals  me  fo  effeflually, 
1  ~    '  that 
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that  he  will  not  have  the  leaft  fufplcion  of  my  be* 
ing  here  :  befides,  he  has  feen  me  fo  feldom,  that 
he  cannot  polTibly  recolle£l  me  in  this  habit. 

ISABELLA. 
But  how  did  you  get  intfoduc'd  into  the  houfe  ? 

C  L  E  G  N. 

I  was  informed  that  he  had  fent  for  a  company 
of  dancers  and  mnficians,  for  an  entertainment  he 
was  to  give  to-night  :  and,  by  the  help  of  a  little 
money,  I  engaged  the  mafter  of  them  to  let  me 
pafs  as  a  performer.  And,  thinking  that  Martin 
might  be  of  fome  fervice  to  me,  I  have  broughc 
him  alfo.  He  dances  tolerably  well  :  I  myfelf, 
you  know,  can  perform  decently  :  fo  we  are  to 
make  two  of  the  perfonages  in  the  little  ballet  that 
is  preparing  for  your  diverHon. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
But  of  what  fervice  can  Martin  be  to  you  ?  He 
is  fo  drunk,  you  fee,  that  he  can  hardly  ftand. 

MARTIN. 
Pray,  never  trouble  your  head  about  me,  Mrs. 
Abigail  !    I  have  never  my  wits  fo  well  about  me 
as  when  I  have  taken  a  chirruping  glafs  ! — Body 
o'  me  !  I  beheve  I  was  born  to  be  a  mufician. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
So  it  feems ;  for  you  have  put  yourfelf  finely  in 
tune  1 

ISABELLA. 

My  dear  Cleon,  that  fellow  will  certainly  di£- 
CGver  you  ! 

MARTIN. 
Oh  fie,  madam !  what  d'ye  take  me  for  ?  Do 
not  I  know  that  the  good  gentleman  your  father 
is,  with  all  due  refpedl  to  your  ladyfhip,  no  better 
than  a  crofs-grainM  old  hunks,  that  will  not  fuffer 
you  to  receive  my  mafter's  vifits,  and  that  my 

mailer 
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mafter  is  fo  defperately  and  violently  in  love  with 
you,  that  he  muft  fee  you,  whether  your  father 
will  or  not.  So  that  the  cafe  ftands  thus,  take  me 
right ;  My  mafter — no, — your  father — phu  !  pox  ! 
I  was  right  before.  My  mafter — now  I  have  it ! — 
My  mafter,  I  fay,  muft  fee  you,  without  letting  your 
father  fee  him  ;  and  I,  like  a  difcreet  confident, 
muft  fee  you  both,  without  feeing  any  thing  at  all. 
Come,  come,  good  folks,  take  time  by  the  fore- 
lock :  here  is  jiift  a  compleat  party.  Do  you  two 
fettle  your  private  affars,  while  I  toy  away  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  with  this  ^y'^iy  here :  Od  !  fhe's  an  in- 
viting piece  [Reeling  tonjjards  Nerina,  nxho avoids  himS\ 

ISABELLA. 
Your  man  frightens  me  out  of  my  wits. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Scoundrel,  if  I  am  difcovered  thro'  your  impru- 
dent behaviour,  Til  break  every  bone  in  thy  fkin 

as  foon  as  we  are  out  of  this  houfe  1  could  live 

no  longer  without  feeing  you,  my  deareft  Ifabella. 

MARTIN. 
-Nor  I,  without  embracing  my  charming  Nerjna. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

Since  heaven  has  procured  me  this  happinefs,  it 
will  not  be  long  before  I  attain  to  the  height  of  my 
^felicity  ;  but  in  the  mean  time,  my  deareft  Ifabella, 
let  me  intreat  you  no  longer  to  fuffer  melancholy  to 
impair  your  health,  and  endanger  your  life.  I  alk 
it  on  my  knees. 

ISABELLA. 
\yell,  I  promife  you  all  you  defire  ;  but  rife  mjr 
dear  Cleon,  for  if  any  one  Ihould  furprize  you  in 
this  pofture,  we  are  undone. 

CLEON. 

No,  I  will  never  rife  till  you  have  fworn  

N£R1NA, 
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N  E  R  I  N  A. 

Pdace  !  I  hear  fomebody  coming. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  AGNES. 

AGNES. 
Ha !  ha !  fifter  o'mine,  have  I  catchM  you  ?  a 
man  at  your  feet  ?  Pretty  doings,  indeed  !  Well, 
well,  never  mind  it  ! 

ISABELLA. 
What  will  become  of  me  ?  She  will  go  and  tell 
my  father  all  Ihe  has  feen. 

MARTIN. 
Plague  take  the  httle  witch. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
What  do  you  want  here,  mifs  ? 

AGNES. 

Oh,  you  did  not  exped  me,  Ifuppofe!  You 
were  both  of  you  provided  for,  and  I  was  to  be 
left  to  myfelf,  Lord  help  me !  Well,  it  don't  fig- 
nify,  I  know  what  I  know  I 

ISABELLA* 
What  does  the  little  mad -brained creature  mean? 

AGNES. 

Ay,  ay,  mad-braln'd,  or  what  you  pleafe  !  Did 
not  I  catch  this  gentleman  at  your  feet,  faying  fofc 
things  to  you  ?  And  this  othei  gentleman  hugging 
and  kifling  Nerina  ?  Oh  you  were  pure  and  fly 
indeed  ! 

MARTIN, 

Heark'e,  you  little  go-by- the  ground,  if  I  lay 
hold  on  you,  I'll  whip  you  foundly. 

a  AGNES, 
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AGNES. 

Whip  me  ?  Oh  I  love  you  for  that !  I  fay  whip 
xne  too  I 

MARTIN. 
Ye?,  whip  you  I  whip  you  !  Bring  me  a  bundle 
of  rods  diredly. 

AGNES. 

Only  mind  this  drunken  ft- How,  with  his  bundle 
ef  rods  ! 

MARTIN. 
Drunken  fellow  I  the  iictle  gypfy  knows  what^s 
what! 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Come  hither,  mifs,  I  deiire  you  will  not  let  your 
little  tonguti  run  about  a  parcel  of  nonfenfe.  Thefe 
gentlemen  were  fent  for  by  your  papa. 

AGNES. 

Oh,  Mrs.  Nerina  !  1  know  my  papa  fent  for  them* 
as  well  as  you  can  tell  me  ;  but  it  was  to  dance, 
and  not  to  make  love,  if  you  pkafe. 

ISABELLA. 
How,  Mifs  I  have  you  the  aiTurance  to  talk  in 
tliis  manner  before  me  ? 

AGNES. 

Your  fervant,  madam  I  I  am  not  to  be  fo 
blinded,  I  affure  you.  When  a  mankneels  at  one's 
feet,  kilTes  one's  hand  tenderly,  looks  languilhingly, 
and  fighs  as  if  his  heart  would  break  ;  this  is  called 
making  love  I  know  it,  and  nobody  iliall  perfuade 
me  to  the  contrary. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

What  a  dangerous  little  huffy  this  is  ! 

AGNES. 

1  catched  my  papa  doing  juft  the  fame  thing  this 
very  morning. 

WERINAi 
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N  E  R  I  N  A. 

Your  papa  1 

AGNES. 

Yes,  indeed,  and  'twould  have  delighted  yoa 
to  have  feen  what  young  airs  lie  put  on.  I  have 
not  faid  any  thing  to  him  about  it  as  yet,  I  fhall 
keep  it  fnug  in  my  budget  againft  an  occafion, 
when  I  come  to  be  a  little  bigger,  and  he  refufes 
to  let  me  have  a  lover,  like  other  young  girls^ 
then  

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

This  is  the  mod  artful,  malicious  little  devil, 
that  I  ever  faw  ! 

AGNES. 

*  I  warrant  now,  you  are  both  of  you  ready  to 
tear  me  to  pieces,  for  having  difcovered  you  ;  for 
you  know  "!  have  you  under  my  thumb,  and  can 
be  revenged  of  my  fifler  when  I  pleafe,  who  is 
always  treating  me  like  a  child,  and  wants  to  get 
a  hufband  before  me. 

^  ISABELLA. 

Well,  well,  fay  nothing",  and  you  fhall  be  mar- 
ried fir  ft. 

AGNES. 

Marry'd  firft,  fhall  I  ?  It  is  a  likely  flory  indeed,, 
that  you  will  wait  fo  long.  No,  no,  filler,  take 
my  advice,  marry  this  gentleman  out  of  the  way, 
and  then  I  fhall  be  the  fooner  provided  for, 

ISABELLA. 
Have  not  I  told  you  that  he  is  a  dancer  j  and  you 
know  that  is  not  a  fit  match  for  me. 

AGNES. 

A  dancer  \ 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

To  be  fare,  what  fhould  he  be } 
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AGNES. 
Pihal  plha!  I  know  him  for  all  his  difguife. 

ISABELLA. 
The  girl  is  certainly  be  fide  herfelf. 

AGNES. 

And  fo  I  did  not  fee  him  below  flairs,  drinking 
with  the  muficans  ?  nor  I  did  not  overhear  him 
promifing  them  money,  if  they  would  introduce 
him  as  one  of  the  performers  ;  and  that  he  would 
not  for  the  world  my  papa  lliould  fee  him  in  his 
own  drefs  ?  Oh  !  oh  I  if  he  is  to  be  afraid  of  my 
papa's  feeing  him,  I  am  fure  he  muft  be  your 
lover ;  becaufe  I  know  papa  won't  let  any  body 
come  a  courting  to  you  ;  but  I'm  fure  he's  very 
much  to  blame,  for  I  think  there's  nothing  in  the 
A\'orld  fo  pretty  as  to  have  a  fweetheart. 

ISABELLA 
What  an  unhappy  creature  am  1 1 

AGNES. 

Come,  come,  have  courage,  filler,  fear  nothing, 
but  manage  matters  between  your  lover  and  you ; 
I'll  go  and  prevent  my  papa  from  difturbing  you 
when  he  comes  home  ;  but  you  m-ufl  promife  me 
that  you  will  help  me  to  a  hufband  when  I  am 
old  enough. 

ISABELLA. 
You  may  depend  upon  me,  my  dear. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
And  upon  me  too,  mifs.  [Ex/i  Agnes. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  VII. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
O'my  word  this  is  a  promlfcng  girl  of  her  age ; 
who  would  have  thought  fo  young  a  creature  could 
have  difcovered  an  intrigue  fo  well  laid  as  this  f 

ISABELLA. 
I  declare  to  you,  Cleon,  that  I  am  ready  to  die 
with  apprehenfion  ;  and  after  what  has  happened, 
I  really  think  it  would  be  bstter  for  you  to  quit 
the  houfe, 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

May  be  fo,  but  I  am  quite  of  a  contrary  opinion, 
and  fee  no  neceffity  for  it  ;  depend  upon  it  mifs 
Agnes  will  never  betray  you.  Oh  what  an  excel- 
lent wife  will  fhe  make  with  fuch  happy  talents  for 
lulling  a  jealous  hufband  to  fleep  ;  tho'  indeed  thofe 
gifts  are  thrown  away  in  this  country,  where 
Jiufbands,  to  do  them  juilice,  are  fuch  good-natured 
believing  creatures,  that  one  may  perfuade  them  to 
any  thing. 

ISABELLA. 
Indeed,  Nerina,  I  think  you  would  be  much 
better  employed  in  contriving  fome  means  to  ex- 
tricate us  out  of  our  difhculties,  than  in  making 
thefe  ridiculous  reflexions. 

NERINA. 
Come,  don't  be  ferious,  my  dear  lady,  1*11  go 
this  inftant  and  tutor  the  little  girl  in  fuch  a 
manner,  that  Ihe  fhall  never  fay  a  word  to  your 
father. 

ISABELLA. 
You  will  eternally  oblige  me, 

NERINA. 

But  as  I  hope  to  live,  here  he  comes! 


ISABELLA, 
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ISABELLA, 
Ah  ! — we  are  difcovered. 

.  MARTIN. 
'Zounds !  put  a  good  face  upon  the  matter^. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter    O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Good  day,  Ifabella !  how  are  you,  my  girl  ? 

ISABELLA* 
Not  extraordinary  well,  fir. 

N  ERIN  A, 

ni  lay  any  wager  now,  mifs  Agnes  has  fent 
you  hither. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Quite  the  contrary,  fhe  wanted  me  not  to  come  ; 
for  Ihe  faid  that  her  filler  Ifabella  was  gone  out,, 
and  had  taken  you  with  her. 

NERIN  A. 

We  talked  of  fuch  a  thing  before  her,  but  my 
lady  changed  her  mind,  not  finding  herfelf  well 
enough ;  and  as  I  knew  fhe  was  very  fond  of 
dancing,  I  got  thefe  gentlemen  to  come  and  amufe 
her  a  little  till  your  entertainment  was  ready. 

O  R  O  H  T  E  S. 
'Twas  very  well  done. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
And  they  dreft  themfelves,  to  make  a  better 
fgure.^ 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

They  are  both  very  well  made. 

M  A  R  T  I  N. 

Sir,  f  think  we  may  fay  without  vanity,  that 

none 
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none  of  our  profefTion  knows  better  how  to  ma- 
nage their  legs. 
[Attempts  to  cut  a  caper,  and falls  againji  Orontes,] 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
I  am  not  quite  of  your  opinion. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Lord,  fir!  they  are  both  as  drunk  as  beaf!?^ 
they  are  not  able  to  make  a  ftep.    I  told  you  how 
it  would  be. 

MARTIN. 
Upon  my  foul,  'fquire  Orontes,  you  keep  the 
beft  wine  of  any  man  in  Paris  ;  and  if  I  did  not 
abhor  getting  drunk,  I  Ihould  certainly  be  tempted, 
to  make  a  debauch  with  it. 

ORONTES. 
You  feem  to  have  taken  your  fhare,  however^ 

MARTIN. 
A  glafs  or  two  only,  as  I  am  a  man  of  honour; 
and  that  was  done  purely  to  put  myfelf  in  better 
fpirits  to  divert  you.    A  glafs  or  two  of  wine  gives 

me  fuch  life  and  agility  Will  you  be  pieafed  to 

dance  a  little  entry  with  me,  fir? 

ORONTES. 
No,  no,  my  lad,  you  had  better  take  a  little 
nap  'till  the  company  come. 

MARTIN. 

You  are  a  prudent  ccunfelier  Well,  I  fay 

done  to  a  nap. 

ORONTES. 

I  fancy  the  other  man  is  not  quite  fo  drunk,  for 
he  fays  nothing. 

MARTIN* 
Oh,  he  thinks  the  more !  My  mailer,  fir,  is  al- 
ways ferious  in  his  cups. 

ORONTES* 
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O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

What  does  he  fay  ?  his  mafter  ! 

MARTIN. 

Mafter!  yes,  fir  !  I  am  only  an  humble  follower 
of  his.  Lord  blefs  you,  he's  the  firll  dancer  in 
Europe  for  a  rhinuet ;  and,  if  you  have  a  mind  to 
it,  he  v/ill  teach  the  young  lady  your  daughter. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Should  you  like  to  learn  of  him,  Ifabella  ? 

ISABELLA. 
I  did  not  dare  propofe  it  to  you,  fir ;  but  if  it 
15  agreeable  to  you,  nothing  could  give  me  greater 
pleafure. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Well,  with  all  my  heart  then,  be  it  fo.    I  en- 
gage you,  fir,  to  teach  my  daughter,  flie  is  al- 
ready miflrefs  of  the  principles. 

MARTIN. 
So  much  the  worfe,  for  my  mafler  always  chufes 
to  have  the  breaking-in  of  his  own  fcholars 
Limfelf. 

C  L  E  O  N,    [Counterfeiting  drunk.] 

Oh,  never  fear,'  Til  let  her  know  as  much  as 
mjfelf  very  foon. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
The  fooner  the  better,  and  you  will  oblige  me  ; 
for  1  have  provided  a  hufband  for  her,  and  1  would 
have  her  dance  at  her  wedding. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
And  pray  who  is  this  hufband  you  have  chofen 
for  my  lady  ? 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
A  particular  friend  of  mine,  one  who  was  at 
fchool  with  me. 
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N  E  R  I  N  A. 

At  fchool  with  you  ?  Nay,  now  I  amfure  you  are 
jelling. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Why,  did  you  not  tell  me  this  minute  almoil, 
that  Ihe  wanted  an  hufband  ? 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
That  is  true,  fir,  but  can  you  poffibly  think 
that  ore  who  was  at  fchool  with  you,  can  reflora 
her  to  her  health  ? 

ORONTES. 
Mr.  Michaut  offers  to  take  her  without  a  penny. 
A  propofal  not  to  be  rejeded  :  accordingly  I  have 
appointed  him  to  be  here,  and  I  believe  it  is 
much  about  the  time  \  fo  I'll  go  and  receive  him. 

\Ejcit  Orontcs. 

SCENE  IX. 

ISABELLA. 
Alas,  my  dear  Cleon  !  what  will  become  of  us? 

C  L  E  O  N. 
I  know  not  what  to  do  ! 

I  S  B  E  L  L  A. 
Nerina  !  dear  Nerina,  aflift  us  with  jhy  advice  ! 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
'Troth  I  am  as  much  puzzled  as  either  of  you  ; 
and  what  you  have  jufl  difcov^ered  to  me,  adds 
to  my  perplexity. 

ISABELLA. 

Ah,  if  my  brother  was  but  in  town  !  he  loves 
me  tenderly,  and  my  father  pays  a  great  regard  to 
what  he  fays ;  we  would  truft  him  with  our  fecret, 
and  I  am  perfuaded  he  would  do  all  in  his  power 
to  help  us.   But  he  has  been  gone  into  the  country 
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this  week,  and  there  is  no  knowing  when  he will 
jeturn. 

MARTIN. 
Well,  you  feem  ftrangely  puzzled,  good  folks ! 
however,  I  have  hit  upon  a  way  to  make  you  all 
eafy. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

You  are  in  fine  trim,  truly,  for  a  counfellor  ! 

MARTIN. 
Wine  always  infpires  my  invenrion— fo  give 
ear:  I  am  going  to  open. 

C  L  E  O  N. 
Well,  let  us  hear. 

MARTIN. 
In  the  firft  place,  then,  this  lady  muft  explain 
lierfelf  fully  to  her  father;  and,  with  all  imagin- 
able fweetnefs  and  good  breeding,  tell  him  ;  fir  I 
you  neither  know  what  you  fay,  nor  what  you  do. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
A  curious  beginning  ! 

MARTIN.    [To  Cleon.] 
Secondly ;  you,  fir,  muft  take  in  hand  to  talk 
to  the  old  hunks  defigned  for  madam  Ifabella, 

CLEON. 
Well,  and  what  am  I  to  fay  to  him  ? 

MARTIN. 
Why,  you  muft  civilly  defire  him,  for  I  am  al- 
ways for  preferving  good  manners,  to  make  the 
beft  of  his  way  out  of  this  houfe,  as  foon  as  he 
;pofiibly  can;  and  not  to  offer  to  fet  his  foot  here 
again. 

CLEON. 
A  mighty  civil  requeft,  truly  ! 

MARTIN. 
It  is  very  likely  he  may  refufe^;  fo  much  the 
better.  cleon. 
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C  L  E  O  N. 

The  better  ! 

m'  A  R  T  I  N. 

AfTu redly  !   for  we  lliall  the  fooner  get  rid  of 
him  :  becaufe,  do  you  fee,  immediately  upon  his 
refufing  to  walk  out  at  the  door,  we'll  tofs  him 
thro'  the  window.    [_hoife  of  a  hunting-horn  njcithin, 
fi/z^Palquin  crying^  tarry  ^jjoax  l  tarry  ivoax  f] 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
He  ark  !  I  hear  a  noife  !  Oh,  its  Pafquin's  voice. 

I  S  B  E  L  L  A. 
If  it  is  him,  my  brother  is  not  far  oft. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

Retire  to  your  apartment,  madam  ;  and  yoa 
gentlemen,  go  and  rejoin  your  lham  companions. 
J  will  found  Pafquin,  and  difcovcr  if  Mr.  Valere 
has  not  fome  private  engagement  upon  his  hands, 
as  well  as  oarfelves.  If  that  fhould  be  the  cafe, 
your  interefts  will  be  one :  and  I  fliall  make  it  my 
bufinefs  to  bring  about  a  coalition  of  parties,  in 
order  to  difconcert  your  father's  defigns. 

ISABELLA. 
An  excellent  thought  !     Let  us  leave  her  to 
.a£l  as  ihe  pleafes  ;  and  I  doubt  not  but  Ihe  will 
find  fome  way  to  extricate  us. 

C  L  E  O  N. 

You  may  depend,  Nerina,  u^on  being  reward- 
ed, in  a  manner  fuitable  to  the  good  offices  you 
do  us.    So,  fortune  favour  thee  ! 

[Exeunt  Ifabella,  Cleon,  arid  Martin.] 


SCENE 
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SCENE  X- 

Enter  PAS  QJJ  I  N,  as  from  the  Chace,  with 
a  Huntfman's  Horn. 

PAS  Q^u  I  N, 
Yoax,  yoax  !  tarry,  yoax  ! 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
My  dear  pafcuin  !  how  glad  am  I  to  fee  you  ! 
By  your  drcfs,  I  need  not  afk  you  whence  you 
come ;  but  how  haft  done,  my  lad  ?    How  have 
you  paft  your  time  ?  come,  tell  me  ! 

P  A  S  Q^U  I  N. 
Yoax,  yoax,  tarry  yoax  ! 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

Oh  !  for  heaven's  fake,  ceafe  that  terrible  din  ! 
Why,  you  have  loft  your  fenfes,  furely  1 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Not  I,  child  !    I  am  to  the  full  as  wife  as  ever. 
Is  mafter  Orontes  within  ? 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

He  is. 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 

Art  fure  of  it  ? 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Very  fiire  !  as  I  am  that  he  will  be  very  angry 
at  your  making  fuch  an  uproar. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N, 
Do  you  think  fo  ?    Yoax,  yoax.    {Runs  round 
the  Jicige^  hlcnjjing  his  horny   and  hallooing.'\ 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
The  devil  take  the  fellow  !   has  he  a  mind  to 
jflnn  me  ?    Pr'ythee,  Pafquin,  ceafe  this  confound- 
ed noife. 

PASQXJIN. 
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PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
Do  you  think  the  old  fellow  heard  me  ? 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Heard  you  ?  ay  ;  and  all  the  reft  of  the  neigh- 
bours, I  warrant  me.  l^/I  horn  founds  <ijjiihin  ,'\  Hey 
day  !  what,  more  of  this  infernal  mufic  ?  Why,  we 
are  got  into  the  times  of  the  fairies  again,  and  I  be- 
lieve I  am  tranfported  into  a  foreft. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Ah,  huiTy?  I  wilh  I  had  you  in  the  middle  of  a 
foreft  by  yourfelf. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

For  what  ?  to  cut  my  throat! 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 

No,  no,  my  dear,  there  ftiould  be  no  murder  m 

the  cafe,  \Hoytt  ivijids  agahi,^ 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

Again  !  why,  what  can  be  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 
PAS  Q_U  I  N. 

Oh,  nothing,  child  ;  only  my  mafter  hunting  ia 
his  father's  drefling-room. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Pftia  !  pr'ythee  be  ferious ;  and  let  me  know— 
PAS  QJJ  I  N. 

Know  !  what  would'ft  know  ?  why,  we  have  a 
mind  to  kick  up  a  duft,  that's  all. 

N  E  R  I  N  A 
What !  does  your  mafter  intend  to  infult  his  fa- 
ther ?  Is  he  bewitched,  or  mad  ;  or  what  ? 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
Patience,  patience,  and  you  fhall  know  all. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Quick,  then,  quick;  and  let  me  into  the  fecret. 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 

Why,  you  muft  know,  we  want  to  make  the  old 
Vol.  I.  N  maa 
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snan  believe  that  we  have  been  in  the  country,  on  a 
great  hunting-match,  and  we  have  brought  tv.o 
horfes,  loaded  with  game  of  all  kinds,  into  the 
xourt-yard. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Sure  you  have  Uript  all  the  country. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
Ail  the  poulterers  (hops,  if  you  pleafe. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
What  the  deuce  would  the  fellow  be  at  ? 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
You  are  to  fuppofe  us  juft  come  from  Cleon's 
country  feat,  for  that  is  what  we  are  to  perfuade 
old  iquare  tees ;  tho'  in  truth,  we  have  been  not 
above  a  mile  and  an  half  out  of  Paris,  and  liave 
not  lliot  a  fingle  fpajrovv. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

And  what  have  you  been  doing  thefe  eight  days  ? 
PAS  Q^U  I  N. 

Doing  r  oh,  by  my  faith,  we  have  been  doing 
fine  things !  but  I  mull  not  tell  you. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

And  why  fo,  pray  ? 

PAS  Q^U  IN. 

Becaufe  my  mailer  has  forbade  me  to  fay  a  word 
about  the  matter  to  any  one,  which  has  fet  my 

tongue  itching  in  fach  a  manner.  Lord  blefs 

us,  what  a  heavy  load  a  ftcret  is  !  it  is  really  too 
much  for  a  poor  fervant  too  bear,  and  fo  ril  eafe 
myfelf  of  it :   You  muft  know,  then,   that  my 

mafter  But  hold,  friend  Pafquin,  you  are  going 

to  be  guilty  of  a  great  indifcretion — mum.  

*N  E  R  I  N  A. 
And  can  Pafquin,  then,  conceal  any-thing  from 
his  miftrefs  ?  from  one,  to  whom  he  has  made  fuch 
pi  ofeffioas  of  love  ? 
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PAS  Q^U  I  N, 
V/hy,  indeed,  it  is  not  quite  in  the  rules ;  how- 
ever, I  confider,  that  this  miftrefs,  to  whom  I  have 
made  thefe  profeflions  of  love,  and  who,  indeed, 
I  do  love  with  all  my  heart  and  foul,  is,  after  all, 
no  better  than  a  woman.  Now  a  woman  is  fup- 
pos'd  to  be  a  talkative  kind  of  animal,  who,  from 
her  conftitution,  mufl  reveal  a  fecret,  be  it  of  ever 
fo  great  confequence,  within  four  and  twenty  hours, 
or  The  burils. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

Oh,  you  need  to  fear  nothing  of  that  kind  fiom 
me.  I  defy  the  moft  prudent  of  your  fex  to  be 
more  refervM  and  difcreet ;  fo  let  me  into  this  fe- 
cret immediately,  or  I  break  with  you  for  ever. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
Ah,  Nerina,  you  have  attacked  me  now  on  my 
weak  fide  !  prudence,  prudence,  thou  muft  give 
w  ay  to  love.  Eut  I  have  this  in  my  favour  :  that  the 
wifefl  of  mankind  are  but  fools  near  a  woman. 
But  can  no  one  overhear  us  ? 

NERINA. 
No ;  unlefs  you  halloo  as  yoa  did  jufl  now. 
PAS  Q^U  I  N, 

'SbiOod  I  this  affair  is  no  child's-play,  I  can  tell 
you  that. 

NERINA. 
Lord  blefs  us  !  what  can  it  be  ? 

PAS  QJU  I  N. 
For  if  it  was  once  to  be  known,  my  maficr  mighc 
be  di inherited  ;  neither  better  nor  worfe. 

NERINA. 
The  deuce  he  might ! 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
And  I,  on  the  contrary,  might  come  in  for  a 

N  2  hearty 
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hearty  drubbing ;  a  kind  of  acquifition  I  am  not 
sover  fond  of. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
How  you  raife  my  curiofity  !  To  the  point,  to 
the  point,  dear  Pafquin :  and  firfl,  whence  came 
you  ? 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 

Why,  we  came  from  'Sdeath  1  here's  the 

old  fellow.  I  mull  hum  him  in  this  affair.  Leave 
us  a  little  ;  I  will  be  with  you  in  an  inftant,  and 
then  you  Iball  know  all. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Well;  be  fure  you  don't  deceive  me;  for  if  you 
^0  

P  A  S  Q  U  I  N. 

Trufl  to  my  honour  and  my  love,    [^Exit  Nerina. 
SCENE  XI. 

Enter  ORONTES,  talking  to  him/elf,  Pafquin 
retires  to  a  corner  of  the  Jiage, 

OR  O  NTES. 
Asi  ungracious  dog  !  to  put  fuch  a  trick  upon  me  f 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N.  [AJidt.'\ 
He  feems  angry. 

ORONTES. 
To  have  the  impudence,  to  tell  me  fuch  a  lye  to 
my  face  ! 

PAS  QJJ  IN.  lAfide.1 

Sure  he  has  not  fmoakM  us ! 

O  R  O  NTES. 
And  after  all,  to  (land  it  out,  too;  and  infill, 
that  he  was  come  from  Clitander's  feat ! 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N.  lAfdcl 
Yes,  yes,  the  mine's  fprung ! 

0R0NT£5, 
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O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
I  fhould  be  glad  to  know,  if  that  hang. dog, 
Pafquin,  will  have  the  afTurance  to  affirm  this  iiii- 
pofture. 

P  A  S  QJLJ  I  N. 
There's  not  the  lead  doubt  of  that. 

O  R  a  N  T  E  S.    l^Ptrcelnjing  Pafqiiln.] 

Oh,  you  are  here,  are  you,  Mr.  rafcal !  I  am 
very  glad  X  have  met  with  you. 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 
Your  moft  obedient  fervant,  fir.   I  hope  your 
honour  is  in  good  health. 

ORONTES. 
It*s  no  bufinefs  of  your's,  whether  I  am  or  not, 

PASQJTIN. 
Pa.rdoii  me,  fir ;  the  great  intereft  I  take  in  what- 
ever relates  to  fo  valuable  a  perfcn  as  Mr.  Orontes,. 
affeds  me  fo  fen/ibly  when  abfcnt  from  you,  that  I 
kave  a  thoufand  doubts  and  inquietudes  upon  your 

account,  1  tremble,  left  any  of  the  thoufand 

accidents,  that  man  is  liable  to,  fhould  but  I 

fee  you  are  in  perfeft  health,  fir,  and  my  joy  is  be- 
yond exprelfion. 

OR  GNTES. 
Sirrah  !  firrah  \  I  want  none  of  all  this  canting 
ftufF!  I  want  to  know  

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
Is  there  any-thing  I  can  inform  you  of,  fir  ?' 
you  have  only  to  fpeak,  and  command  your  (lave. 

ORONTES. 
Where  has  my  fon  pafs'd  his  time  all  this  week  ? 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 
Lord,  fir  !  my  mailer  has  told  you,  I  fuppofe  ? 

ORONTES. 
He  has  told  me,  that  he  was  at  Clitander's  coun- 
try feat.  N.  3  FASqjJJM* 
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PAS  QJJ  I  Ni 
Well,  fir,  thafs  the  truth. 

C  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Juft  as  I  thought.  This  rafcars  in  the  fame  flory ! 

PAS  QJJ  I N.  * 
In  the  fame  flory,  fir  ?  Lord  !  what  ftory  fhould 
I  be  in  !  the  truth's  the  truth  ;  and  Til  main- 
tain it  to  the  laft  drop  of  my  blood.   When  I  fpeak 
the  truth,  I  fear  no  man. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
I  cannot  help  admiring  this  fellow^s  impudence  ! 

PAS  QJJ  I  N.  [Ofering  to  go  ] 

Nay>  if  you  are  angry,  fir 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

Villain!  if  you  fUr  a  ftep,  I'll  beat  you  to 
mummy. 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 
Is  there  any- thing  I  can  do  for  your  honour's 
fervice  ? 

O  R  O  NT  E  S. 
Hark'e,  fir  j  I  offer  you  your  choice  of  two  things : 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 

Well,  fir. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Either  two  guineas,  or  a  handfome  caning  ! 

P  A  S  Q  U  I  N. 
Oh,  dear  fir,  the  choice  is  quickly  made  :  the 
two  guineas,  if  you  pleafe,  fir. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Well,  here  they  are. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
I  return  your  honour  a  thoufand  thanks,  and 
heartily  wifh  your  honour  a  good  day. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S.  - 
What!  are  you  going? 
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PAS  CLU  I  N. 
To  be  fure,  fir ;  I  have  made  my  choice. 
O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

But  you  have  not  told  me,  what  I  wanted  to' 
know. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N  r 
What  is  that,  fir  ? 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Where  my  Ton  and  you  pafTed  the  lail  week  ?  T 
know  it  was  not  at  Clitander's  ;  for  his  aunt,  lady 
Amorous,  is  juft  come  from  thence,  where  fhe  has 
been  upwards  of  a  fortnight,  and  tells  me,  that  flie 
never  once  faw  my  fon's  face  there. 

PAS  Q^U  IN. 
I*m  fure,  her  ladyfhip  can  never  fay  that  to  my 
face. 

G  R  O  N  T  5  S." 
We  mud  fee  that  j  Ihe  is  flill  in  the  houfe* 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
Nay,  if  ftie  is  here,  I  have  nothing  to  fay.  I 
fiiali  hardly  give  a  perfon  of  her  quality  the  lye. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
You  may  think  to  impofe  upon  me,  but  you  will 
find  yourfelf  miftaken  ;  I  am  too  much  upon  my 
guard :  fo,  laying  afide  all  dilTimulation,  tell  mcr 
the  naked  truth. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Moft  willingly,  fir :  it  is  my  charafler  to  fpeak 
without  difguife. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Yes,  you  are  a  prodigy  of  fincerity  I' 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Well,  then,  fir,  to  tell  you  the  truth 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

Now  this  villain  is  going  to  tell  mc  fome  abomi- 

N  4  nabic 
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liable  lye-  Hark'e,  fir,  none  of  your  fetches  | 

I  know  where  you  come  from. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N  . 
If  you  know,  fir,  why  do  you  ^ik  me  I 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Becaufe  it  is  of  conlequence  to  me,  to  hear  it. 
from  your  own  mouth. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N» 
Oh  fie!  fie!:  fir;  where  is  honour  ?  where  h 
probity  ?  I  love  open  dealing,  I ;  either  own  at 
once,  that  you  know  nothing  of  where  we  have 
been,  or  whence  we  came,  or  I  will  not  fay  ano* 
ther  word, 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
I  fancy,  if  I  take  you  in  hand,  I  fhall  make  you 
find  your  tongue.    A  good  caning  ■■  ■ » 

PAS  QJU  I  N. 

Will  be  only  thrown  away.  My  fnoulders  are 
cane-proof ;  I  am  of  the  true  valet  race.  None  of 
my  illurtrious  anccficrs  were  ever  to  be  intimidated, 
with  a  beating. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Was  there  ever  fo  confummate  a  rafcal  t 

PAS  CLU  1  N. 
My  honour  is  concern'^d,  fir,  in  forcing  you  to 
acknowledge,  that  you  do  not  know  where  we  have 
been, 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S.  / 
And  how,  pray,  good  honourable  fir? 

PAS  QJJ  IN. 
Becaufe  I  may  have  it  to  fay,  that  I  was  the  firf!: 
who  informed  you,  and  fo  delerve  the  money  you. 
have  given  me. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Well,  then,  I  confefs,  that  I  know  nothing  more 
than  that  you  have  not  been  where  you  fay. 
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PAS  Q^U  I  N. 

And  you  really  and  truly  know  nothing  more  ? 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Really  and  truly. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N, 
I  am  very  glad  of  it. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

Indeed !' 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Indeed :  for  may  the  devil  fetch  me,  if  ever  yo'^ 
know  a  fyllable  more  from  my  lips  ! 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
So  you  won't  tell  me  any -thing  ? 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 

\l^hr  awing  the  money  doiwi  on  the  ft  age, 

There's  your  money  again,  and  ray  tongue's  my 
own. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
And  my  arm's  my  own ;  the  llrength  of  which, 
VW  make  your  cur's  hide  feel,     [^Threatening  him 

wth  his  cane,2 

PAS  QJJ  I  N.     [Prefenting  bii.back.'] 

Strike  away,  Tir ;  ftrike  away  :  you'll  find,  that 
I  do  not  in  the  leait  degenerate  from  the  intrepidi* 
ties  of  my  anceftors ! 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
His   unparallel'd    impudence  ftupifies  me  ! 
hardly  know  where  I  am.    Cut  of  my  houfe,  out 
of  my  houfe  this  moment,  you  abominable,  info- 

'Ifnt— -Od— od — If  ever  1  fee  you  here  again  

lExit  Qrontes,  in  a  fajfwn. 


SCENE 
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S     C     E     N     E  XII, 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N  alone. 

rfaith,  I  have  Hood  a  brifk  aflault ;  but  I  have 
come  nobly  ofF.  I  muft  now  go  £nd  out  my  mafter; 
for  it  will  be  necefTary  to  acquaint  him.-— But 
here  he  comes,  juft  in  the  nick  of  time. 

SCENE  XIIL 

Enter  V  A  L  E  R  E. 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 
Pafquin,  what's  the  matter  with  thee  ? 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
Oh,  nothing  fir,  to  fpeak  of ;  I've  only  run  the 
rific  of  having  my  bones  broke,  on  your  account. 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

On  my  account !  'Sdeath  I  what  rafcal  dare 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N, 
Your  honourable  father,  fir. 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

I  do  not  onderfiand  thee.    Art  joking  ? 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
No,,  by  my  troth.    Clitander's  aunt  has  beeit 
here  5  and  fke  has  afiur'd  the  old  gentleman,  that 
you  have  not  fet  your  foot  near  her  nephew's  houfe, 

VALE  RE. 
That  mad  old  witch  has  fworn  to  diftraft  me. 
This  is  not  the  only  trick  fiie  has  play'd  me. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N.  ^ 
Ah,  'tis  an  old  cat ! 

V  A  L  E  R  E, 

You  know  (he  has  entertain'd  a  paffion  for  me 

above 
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above  thefe  two  years ;  and  now,  nothing  v;ill  fa- 
tisfy  her,   but  I  muft  fall  in  love  with  her. 

PAS  QJlJ  I  N. 

I  know  it  very  well.  Have  I  not  often  help'd^ 

you  out,  at  a  dead  lift,  there  ? 

V  A  LE  R  E. 
By  all  that's  good,  here  Ihe  comes,  in  herown^ 
perfon,  to  torment  me  ! 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 
Let  me  alone  to  deal  with  her,  fir ;  I'll  engage 
to  fend  her  packing,  with  a  flea  in  her  ear. 

SCENE  XIV. 

Enttr  Lady  AMOROUS. 
Lady  AMOROUS. 

So,  fir!  you  are  determin'd  to  drive  me  to  de- 
fpair ! 

VALE  R  E. 

I,  madam  !  I  proteft  I  have  not  the  leaft  intentlor. 
of  giving  your  ladyftiip  any  uneafinefs. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
So  far  from  it,  that  I  believe  my  m after  hard'y 
thinks  there  is  any  fuch  perfon  in  the  world. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 
Alas !  I  know  his  indrfFerence  but  too  well.  But^ 
tell  me,  Valere,  what  hunting, match  is  this  that 
you  have  been  at  ? 

VALERE. 
With  your  leave,  madam,  1  <io  not  conceive  that 
r  have  any.  reafon  to  give  you  an  account  of  my 
a£lions. 

Lady  AMOROUS, 

No  account  of  your  a^^ions  !  Let  me  tell  yoU; 
fir,  Linfift  upon  knowing,  this  moment,  where  vou  - 

hav^ 


2^6         TR  IPLE  M  A  R  R  I  A  G  E. 

have  been  this  week  paft  !  You  have  not  been  at 
my  nephew  Clitander's ;  no,  falfe  n^an  !  I  have 
been  waiting  for  you  there  with  impatience,  in  hopes^ 
you  would  have  flown  to  me  on  the  wings  of  love. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
I  muft  do  my  mafter  jufhce,  madam  :  He  did 
afk  the  favour  of  Mr.  Cupid  to  ihew  him  the  way ; 
but,  by  fome  chance,  they  mifs'd  the  road,  and 
have  both  been  wandering  evxr  fmce. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 

And  fhoeld  you,  ungrateful  man,  have  foUow'd 
to  any  place,  but  where  I  was  ? 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 

Lord,  madam !  my  mailer  did  not  know  a  (lep 
of  the  way,  nor  I  neither  :  and  Mr.  Cupid,  your 
ladyfnip  knows,  is  blind,  and  fo  makes  but  an  auk- 
ward  kind  of  a  guide. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 

Oh !  all  this  HufF  is  foreign  to  the  purpofe  !  I 
will  abfolutely  have  him  anfwer  to  my  queilions 
himfelf. 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

How,  madam^  can  you  have  the  face  to  reproach 
me,  when  you  have  been  doing  all  in  your  power  to 
ruin  me  with  my  father.  If  my  abfence  gave  yoa 
any  uneafinefs,  you  fhould  have  come  to  an  expla^- 
nation  with  me ;  I  might  then,  perhaps,  have 
clear'd  up  things  to  your  fatisfadlion  j  but  after  this 
treatment,  you  may  reft  firmly  afiar'd,  that  I  will 
not  fatisfy  you  in  any  one  particular. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 

Not  fatisfy  me  \  Either  tell  me  the  truth  this 
inftant,  or  thefe  fingers  fhall  tear  thy  eyes  out  f 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 
Your  ladyfhip  had  better  let  him  alone,  he  is  an 
obftinate  creature  i  and  you  will  never  be  able  to 

get 
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get  a  fyllable  from  him,  you  may  depend  apon  that. 
However,  I  myfelf  will  explain  his  ttvaughts  to  you 
without  difiimuiation. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 
Well,  do  then,  my  good  lad,  and  I  will  reward 
thy  fincerity. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
Why,  then — in  the  firft  place,  I  prefume  your 
ladyfhip  has  a  great  afFedion  for  him. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 
Oh !  more  than  can  be  exprefs'd,  Pafquin  f  is 
quite  overcomes  me  I  Indeed  I'm  hardly  myklf, 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 

It  is  very  viUble.  -Now  you,  doubtlefs,  are 

denrous  that  he  fliould  return  this  afiedion  with  an 
equal  tendernefs  on  his  part. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 
Arvd  have  I  not  a  right  to  exp^  it  ? 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
Why,  I  can*t  tell — th«re  are  twA  words  to  that 
bargain.  He  is  no  ftranger  to  your  fentiments  for 
him  ;  and  is  highly  grateful  for  the  preference  you 
give  him  over  others ;  ^nd  yet,  noiwithlianding  all 
this,  I  would  lay  a  thoofand  pounds  to  fix-pence, 
that  he  will  never  be  able  to  love  you  in  return. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 

Was  there  ever  fuch  impudence  !  I  can  hardly 
keep  my  hands  off  the  — 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
Fair  and  foftly,  madam,  if  you  pleafe:  it  is  not 
I,  who  am  thus  infenfible  to  your  charms ;  far  from 
it  ]  I  think  they  are  ftill  powerful,  notwithftanding 
the  antiquity  of  their  date. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 
And  fo,  fir,  it  feems,  you  can  never  bring  yourfelf 
to  love  me  j  is  this  true  ?  Speak,  perfidious  man  J 
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VA  LERE. 
Madam^ — I  am  overwhelm'd  with  confufion  !— 

If  my  heart  was  Pafquin,  explain  my  meaning. 

to  her  ladyfhipv 

Lady  AMOROUS* 

Never  bring  himfelf  to  love  me ! 

P  A  S  QJJ  I  N. 
No,  madam  ;  but  this  is  your  ladyfhip's  faulty 
and  not  my  mailer's. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 

My  fault    after  all  I  have  done  1 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Why  that*s  very  true ;  but  he  fays  there  is  feme- 
thing  fo  noble,  fo  majeftic ;  fomething  that  ftrikes 
him  with  fuch  an  awe  in  your  ladyfhip's  air,  that 
for  the  foul  of  him,  he  can  only  feel  the  moft  pro- 
found refpedl  and  veneration  for  you.  Love,  you 
know,  is  a  tender  little  chit,  that  is  frighten'd  ac 
pomp  and  flatelinefs. 

Lady  A  M  O  R  OU  S. 
Well  ;  but  if  my  air  filled  him  with  refpedl,  my 
looks  certainly  ought  to  have  melted  him  into  love, 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
There,  now,  I  differ  in  opinion  from  your  lady- 
fiiip. 

Lady  A  M  O  R  O  U  S. 
You  differ  in  opinion  ! 

V-  A  L  E  R 

A  word  with  you,  madam,  if  you  pleafe  :  I  ara' 
too  fenfible  of  the  obligation  I  have  to  you,  and 
am  too  much  the  man  of  honour,  not  to  deal  fin- 
cerely  with  you.    Permit  me,  then,   to  fet  you> 
right,  by  declaring  to  you,  that  notwithftanding  I. 
have  the  utmoU  refpeft— 

Lad)it' 
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Lady  AMOROUS. 
Hold,  traytor !  I'll  hear  no  more  f — I  know  to 
what  this  tends ! 

PAS  CLU  I  N. 
Indeed,  indeed  now,  your  ladyfliip  muft  give  me 
leave  to  fay,  that  you  have  been  greatly  to  blame. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 

I  to  blame  ?  I  to  blame  !  Grant  me  patience  !  in 
what,  good  pert  fir,  have  I  been  to  blame  ? 

PAS  Q^U  1  N. 
Why,  in  having  ftept  into  the  world  a  fcore  of 
years,  or  fb,  before  my  mafler.  What  could  have 
made  your  ladyQiip  in  fuch  a  hurry  ?  As  you  was 
to  love  this  fame  young  man  with  fo  ardent  an 
afFe(!\ion,  why  would  you  not  let  him  take  the  Hart 
by  half  a  dozen  years  ? 

Lady  AMOROUS. 
Why,  jackanapes,  did  that  depend  upon  me  ? 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

No,  madam ;  neither  does  it  depend  upon  my^ 
will  to  feel  an  affedion  for  you.. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 

Why,  then,  did  you  deceive  me  with  falfe  pro- 
teftations  ? 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 
Lord,  madam,  that  was  not  my  mafler's  fault ! 
you  are  not  to  be  angry  with  him  for  that  I 
Lady  AMOROUS. 
With  whom  then,  pray  ? 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
With  the  old  gentleman,  his  father;  who  leis 
him  want  for  every-thing.  You,  obligingly,  offer'd 
to  fupply  his  neceffities.  They  were  preffing.  He 
found  himfelf  forced  to  take  the  benefit  of  your 
generofityr   Yoa  req^uir'd  mark^  of  affc^ion  in  re- 

turn 
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turn.    The  poor  gentleman  has-been  at  an  incre-- 
dible  expence  in  fighs  and  pr.oteftation? :  you  will 
not  take  them  as  current  coin,  and  he  has  no  other 
fpecie  to  pay  you  with. 

Lady  A  M  O  R  O  U  Sv 
And  you  fland  by,  and  hear  all  this,  withoct 
faying  a  Vv'ord  ? 

V  A  L  E  R  E.  [^oWrj-.j 
Silence,  you  know,  madam,  gives  confcnt, 

AM  OR  O  U  S. 
*Tis  mighty  well,  fir ;  but  do  you  know,  I  (hall^ 
find  a  way  t-o  make  you  more  tradable  \ 

PAS  Q^U  1  N. 
Upon  my  foul,  I  doubt  it  very  much. 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 
What  can  I  have  to  apprehend  ? 

Lady  A  M  O  R:  O  US. 

Every  thing !  TU  have  thee  for  a  hufband,  ia 
jpite  of  thy  teeth  1 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

Me  for  a  hufband!  Ah,  madam  j  can  you  be 
cruel  enough  to  form  a  defign  of  that  nature  I 

Lady  AMOROUS. 
Yes,  perfidious  monftepf  1  have  juft  afked  you  of 
■your  father;  and  have  offer'd  to  take  you  without 
a  penny.  He  is  pleas'd  with  my  propofal,  and  has 
given  his  confent ;  that's  enough  for  me:  and  fo, 
£r,  I  leave  you  to  your  own  cogicatJons  ;  but  look 
upon  me,  as  the  perfon  v/ho  is  to  be  your  wife* 
I  have  fworn  it,  and  it  lhali  be  fo ;  and  fo  your 
fervant.  \Exit  Lady  Amorous* 


SCENE 
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SCENE  XV. 

P  A  S  QJLJ  I  H. 
By  my  foul,  ihe  is  one  to  do  as  fhe  fays. 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

How  this  doating  old  wretch  diftra6ls  me ! 

S     C     E     N     E  XVI. 

2nter  ISABELLA  and  NERINA.. 

ISABELLA. 
Oh,  brother  !  I  ftand  in  need  of  your  alTiftance^. 

V  A  L  E  R  e; 

Oh,  filler  !  I  Hand  in  need  of  your  advice. 

IS  A  BE  ELLA. 
My  father  drives  me  to  defpair, 

V  A  L  E  R  £. 
And  me  to  diflradlion. 

ISABELLA. 
He  will  have  me  marry  Mr.  Michaut; 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

Ke  infills  that  I  (hould  wed  old  lady  Amorous, 

ISABELLA. 
If  I  obey  him,  I  am  undone. 

•  V  A  L  E  R  E. 
If  I  do  not  difobey  him,  I  am  ruin*d. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Well;  this  is  an  excellent  fetting  off.  Hitherto 
your  fortunes  appear  the  fame  ;  but  are  they  alike 
in  other  circumltances  ? 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

Ah,  Nerina !  my  iifter's  fituatlon  is  infinitely^ 
better  than  mine.    If  &e  is  forced  to  obey ;  the 

WQlli 
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worft  that  can  happen,  is  to  bear,  for  a  few  years, 
with  an  old  fellow  of  a  hulhand,  whom  every  one 
will  allow  her  to  hate.  Eat  my  condition  is  fo  di- 
flrefsful,  that  I  can  neither  obey  my  father's  com- 
mands, nor  tell  him  my  reafons  for  refufing, 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
We  are  juft  in  the  fame  fituation, 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

How  fo  ? 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 

Do  yotj  be  a  little  more  explicit,  and  wc  will  be 
more  intelligible. 

ISABELLA. 
My  dearefl  brother,  let  me  conjure  you  to  dif-^ 
guife  nothing  from  me. 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

Alas,  Ifabella,  I  dare  not  fpeak  !  the  leaft  difco-^ 
very  will  undo  me  for  ever. 

ISABELLA. 
Do  you  think  me,  then,  capable  of  betraying 
you  ? 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

Since  I  mud  conceal  nothing  from  yoa,  know— 
Pafquinv  do  you  give  an  account  of  what  has  li<ap- 
pen'd  ;  I  have  not  the  courage  to  fpeak  it  myfelf. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
I,  fir,  reveal  a  fecret  ?  you  take  me  for  another,  - 
fure  ! 

V  A  L  E  R  E, 

Well,  then,  I  fliall  only  fay,  in  general  terms, 
that  it  is  out  of  my  power  ever  to  marry. 

ISABELLA. 
Alas!  it  is  fo  with  me:  I  can  never  con  fen  t  to 
the  match  propofcd  for  me. 

VALERE* 
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V  A  L  E  R  E. 

My  father^s  feverity  has  oblig'd  me  to  take  cer- 
tain ileps,  which  I  cannot  recal. 

ISABELLA. 
That  fame  feverity  has  laid  me  under  the  necefllty 
of  confdntiBg  to  engagements,  chat  nothing  can 
diilolve. 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 
Sifler    ■  I  am  married  ! 

ISABELLA. 

Brocher— — .1  am  married  ! 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

Vou  amaze  me  !  To  whom  ? 

ISABELLA. 

To  Cleon. 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

Cleon  !  I  know  him  well  j  he  is  one  of  my  beft 
friends. 

ISABELLA. 
And  who  is  the  lady  you  have  made  your  wife  ? 

VALE  RE. 

Julia." 

ISABELLA. 

I  am  perfedly  well  acquainted  with  her;  Ihe  is 
a  moll  amiable  perfon. 

N  E  R  I  N  A. 
Now  the  confidence  is  complete, 

ISABELLA. 
How  do  you  defjgn  to  a6t,  brother? 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 
To  hazard  every-thing,  rather  than  break  my 
engagements.    And  you,  filter  ? 

ISABELLA. 
To  die,  rather  than  be  wanting  to  the  faith  I 
have  plighted. 
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NERINA. 

Here  comes  your  father;  and  with  hira,  MiS* 
Rlichaut,  and  Lady  Amorous. 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 
I  tremble  at  the  fight  of  thera. 

ISABELLA, 
And  I  am  ready  to  faint, 

SCENE  XVIL 

lE^nter  ORONTES,  Ladv  AMOROUS,  and 
Mr.  MICH  A  UT. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S.  [To  Lady  Amorous,  at  entering,'] 

Here  they  are,  both  of  them  ;  I  (hall  immt  diately 
make  them  give  their  conient  to  the  meaftiies  w& 
have  determin'd  upon. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 
This  calls  for  the  exertion  of  all  your  authority. 

M  I  C  H  A  U  T. 

As  to  myfelf,  I  do  not  pretend  to  mifs  Ifabella'a?. 
hand,  unlefs  fhe  gives  me  her  heart  with  it. 

Oh  ho  !  are  you  there,  Mr.  fportfcian  !  Pray^ 
when  do  you  return  to  Clitander's  ? 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

Sir,  if  you  will  permit  me  to  fpeak— 

ORONTES. 
I  want  no  harangue.    In  order  to  make  amends 
for  the  fault  you  have  committee,  you  muft  pre- 
pare  to  obey  me  without  hefitadcn. 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

If  what  you  arc  about  to  command  me  is  pof~ 
lihie;  nothing  ihall  be,  wanting  to  convince  you — 

^  a  QE  N  E 
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SCENE        XV  III. 

Enter  AGNES,  running. 
AGNES. 

Oh  papa  !   papa  I  there  is,  I  don't  know  how 
^many  folks  in  maiks  juft  come  into  the  houfe, 
upon  hearing  the  mufic  below  !    They  are  the 
merrieft  people  I  ever  faw  !    They  fay  they  are 
^C9rne  to  divert  us  and  themfelves.  Shall  1  bid  theia 
come  in,  papa  ? 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Ay,  do,  my  dear.    Vv^e'*]!  fet  this  day  apart  to 
•mirth  and  fellivity, 

SCENE  XIX. 

Enter  fe^veral  Perfons  in  Mafquerade-drejfes  ;  among 
the  reft  Cleon,  Julia,  and  Martin.  'They  march 
round  the  Stage^  making  each  a  louu  bofvj  as  they 
pafs  by  Orontes  and  Lady  Amorous. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 
A  numerous  and  agreeable  company,  upon  my 
word !    Come  hither,  Valere — This  will  prove  a 
•fortunate  day  to  you. 

ORONTES. 

More  fo  than  he  deferves. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 
You  know  my  intentions,  I  fuppofe  ? 

VALERE. 
Madam  ?  

Lady  AMOROUS. 
This  day  I  take  you  for  my  hufband.    Your  ri- 
vals, I  know,  will  be  in  defpair  i  but  I  love  to 

reward 
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reward  merit.  I  have  explain'd  myfelf  to  your 
father,  and  he  has  given  his  confent  to  our 
union. 

M  I  C  H  A  U  T. 
And  Mr,  Orontes,  madam,  has  likewife  pro* 
mis'd  me  the  happinefs  of  efpoufing  you. 

ORONTES.     [To  Valere.] 
Why  don't  you  make  a  reply  ? 

Lady  AMOROUS. 
Poor  creature  !  he  is  fo  tranfported  with  joy,  that 
he  has  loft  the  power  of  utterance  ! 

M  I  C  H  A  U  T. 
The  young  lady  docs  not  appear  quite  fo  joyful 
at  what  I've  been  telling  her. 

ORONTES. 
Well,  well  ;  time  enough  for  that.     I,et  us 
now  think  of  the  entertainment  I  have  prepared 
for  the  company. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 
Hold  a  little,  if  you  pleafe,  fir  Firft  let  my  af- 
fair be  fettled  -I'll  have  no  dancing,  till  I  am 

in  a  humour  to  make  one. 

V  A  L  ERE. 
Since  you  are  in  fuch  halle  to  come  to  a  conclu- 
iion,  madam,  I'll  keep  you  no  longer  in  fufpence  ; 
but,  once  for  all,  declare  that  I  have  no  inchna- 
tion  to  marry. 

Lady  AMOROUS. 

Ch,  fir!  that  excufe  ihall  not  ferve  your  turn  ! 

VALERE. 
I  have  the  utmoft  refped  for  your  ladyfhip ;  but, 

as  to  love  

ORONTES. 
Lord,  fon  !   we  have  nothing  to  do  with  either 
love  or  refped  in  this  cafe.— The  propofals  her 

iadyihip 
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ladylhip  has  made  me,  are  fo  advantageous,  both 
for  you  and  myfelf,  that  nothing  remains,  but  to 
give  her  your  hand  at  once. 

V  A  L  E  R  E.  ^ 
Good  heavens,  fir!  will  you  make  me  mlfe- 

rable  for  the  fake  of  a  little  paltry  trafh  ?  Alas  ? 
look  on  me  with  a  parent's  eye ;  and  do  not  drive 
a  fon  to  defpair,  who  is  refolv'd  to  fufFer  the  word 
of  evils,  rather  than  confent  to  the  facrifice  you 
would  make  of  his  happinefs. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Rife,  firrah  !  rife  !  you  know  I  can't  withfland 
this. 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

No,  fif  1  here  am  I  fix'd,  till  yoH  permit  me  to 
give  you  my  reafons  

O  R  O.  N  T  E  S. 
I  believe  tbey  may  be  very  good ;  but  I  have 
given  my  word  to  her  ladyfnip.  God  forbid  I 
fhould  force  you  to  marry  againfl  your  confent ! 
bat,  if  you  would  agree  to  this  match,  it  would 
oblige  me  extremely.  And  can  you  find  in  vour 
heart  to  refufe  your  father  that,  as  a  favour,  which 
he  has  a  right  to  command  ?  Hey  1  Vally,  hey  ! 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

I  call  heaven  to  witnefs,  I  would,  without  the 
leaft  reludlance,  confent  to  any  thing,  in  return  to 
fo  much  goodnefs.  But  alas  !  you  oblige  me  to 
declare  to  you  and  all  here  prefent,  that  I  am  no 
longer  at  liberty  to  make  a  choice.  I  have  en- 
gag'd  myfelf  for  life. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
How  !  for  life  ?  and  without  my  confent ! 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

You  have  only  yourfelf  to  blame,  fir,  for  the 

flcp 
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ftep  I  have  taken.  You  never  would  hearken  to 
any  propofals  of  marriage  for  me.  I  have  now 
taken  a  wife  unknown  to  you.  My  uncle,  and 
the  reft  of  my  relations,  advis'd  me  to  it :  and  it 
is  now  a  week  fmce  I  gave  my  hand  to  the  lovely 
Julia,  in  their  prefence. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
It  is  mighty  well,  Mr.  difobedience  !  but  I  fhall 
lake  fuch  meafures  ^  

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

I  can  aflure  you,  fir,  that  all  your  meafures  will 
'^rove  inefFc<5lual :  for,  may  my  foul  never  know 
peace,  if  I  think  of  any  other  wife  than  Julia  1 
What  objedlions  can  there  be  to  the  alliance?  She's 
univerfally  efteem*d  prudent  and  virtuous  ;  (he  is 
of  as  good  a  family  as  myfelf ;  and  has  a  fortune 
more  than  fufficient  to  maintain  us  both,  without 
being  troublefome  to  you.  All  the  world  will  be 
on  our  fide. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
I  am  enraged  to  think  that  I  cannot  deny  the 
Teafonablenefs  of  what  he  fays  ;    and  am  forced, 
in  fpite  of  myfelf,  to  approve  of  what  he  has 
done. 

Lsidy  AMOROUS. 
Oh  !  it  is  very  well,  Sir.    You  may  aft  as  you 
pleafe.  I  know  what  I  have  to  do.    I  fhall  hinder 
this  match,  tho'  you  have  been  fool  enough  to 
confirm  it, 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 

Pray,  what  right  has  your  ladyfhip  to— • 

J.ady  AMOROUS. 
What  right,  monfter  ?  Villain !   villain !  you 
know  but  too  well  ! 

M  I  C  H  A  U  T. 
Believe  me,  lady  Amorous,  it  will  be  beft  to 
4ake  the  matter  patiently. 

Lady 
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Lady    A  M  O  R  O  U  S. 
Patiently!     Oh!  I  rave  !   I  am  diftradled  ! 
Hear  me,  traitor  !  I  have  fixed  my  refolution— 
either  confent  to  marry  me  ;  or  1*11  have  thee  car- 
ry'd  ofF  before  night  ! 

lExit  Lady  Amorous,  in  a  rage,1 

SCENE  XX. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

Give  her  her  way ;  fhe's  a  woman  !  Nerina, 
go  and  bring  Julia  hither.  I  love  to  agree  to 
things  with  a  good  grace,  when  I  cannot  prevent 
them ;  and  fo  I  will  have  the  fatisfaftion  of  telling 
her  with  my  own  lips,  that  I  acknowledge  her  as 
my  daughter-in-law. 

JULIA.  [Unmajkin^:] 
I  am  here,  fir ;  ready  to  receive,  on  my  knees, 
that  happy  title,   which  it  lhall  be  the  ftudy  of 
my  life  to  deferve. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
How  is  this!  my  daughter-in-law  among  the 
malks !  Let  me  bid  you  welcome,  madam.  [Em' 
bracing  herJ]  There  is  no  occalion  to  fay  any 
thing  further  on  either  fide,  as  you  have  overheard 
all  the  convcrfation. 

J  V  hi  A. 

-  ,Your  goodnefs,  fir^  feniibly  afe£ls  me  5  and  I 
hope  you  will  never  find  any  reafon  ta  repent—* 

V  ALE  R  E, 
Oh^  fir !  how-  niiach  am  I  indebted  to  yoa ! 

OROKTES. 
Coirte,  come,  truce  with  your  complimcRts  it 
ztA  let  us  proce^  to  our  diverfion  ;  to  celebrate 
VoL»  I,  O  your 
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your  marriage,  and  that  of  my  daughter  Ifabella^ 
with  this  gentleman.    [Pointing  to  Mr.  Michaut.] 

N  E  R  I  N  A.     [To  Ifabella,] 
Now,  madam  !  now  is  your  time  to  fpeak  I 
Pluck  up  a  good  heart. 

I  S  A  B'  E  L  A.    [Kfieellngs  to  O rentes.] 
As  you  have  fhewn  lb  much  readinefs,  iir,  to. 
pardon  my  brother  for  the  ftep  ho  took/  without 
your  confent,  and  have  confirmed  his  union  with 
Julia  ;  permit  n\e  to  c/ave  th^  like  indulgence, 
for  1 — 

0  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

Hey  day  !  what's  the  meaning  of  this  ? 

1  S  A  B  E  I,  L  A. 

As  I  cannot  give  my  afFedlion  to  this  gentleman, 
!ir,  I  hope  you  will  not  oblige  me  to  wed  him. 
Have  fome  regard  to  a  life,  which  has  already 
been  fo  much  endangered  by  the  cfuel  manner  in 
which  you  rejedled  the  propofal  made  by  Cl^on. 
To  him  I  had  long  given  my  heart ;  forgive  me 
then,  if,  to  that,  I  have  added  my  hand,  withr 
out  confulting  you. — Here  will  I  grow  for  ever, 
xinlefs  you.  kindly  confent  to  bid  me  rife,  by  giving 
me  your  pardon  5  and  confirniii^g  my  union  with 
the  man  I  love. 

O  R  O      T  E  S. 
Confirm  your  union  !    Why,  fure  you  have  nott 
»arry'd  him  unknown  to  me,  have  you  ? 

ISABELLA, 
Spare  me  the  pain  of  acknowledging  this  only 
5nftance  of  my  difobedience  to  you,  fir.    Yes,  I 
am  Cleon's  wife;  and  have  been  fo  fame  time. 
My  aunt,  who  join'd  our  hands- 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

My  aunt !  My  uncle  !  My  uncle,  and  my 
Aunt !   Migbty  pretty  this !  UpoD  my  foul,  I  ajw 

greatly 
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greatly  oblig'd  to  my  brother  and  filler,  for  the 
pains  they  have  been  at  in  difpofing  of  my  chil- 
dren I  You  fee,  fir,  \T'o  Mr,  Michaut.]  hovy 
matters  (land  here.  I  cannot  break  this  match,, 
without  injuring  my  daughter's  reputation, 

M  I  C  H  A  U  T. 
Very  true,  fir.  And  I  think  I  have  nothing  to 
do  but  take  my  leave  of  the  good  company:  and 
fb,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  I  vvifh  you  all  ima- 
ginable happinefs ;  and  am  your  moft  obedient, 
humble,  fervant.  [Exit  Mr.  Michaut.J 

SCENE     the  Laft. 

ORONTES,  ISABELLA,  VALERE^ 
JULIA,  NERINA,  CLEON,  MAR- 
TIN,  and  others  mafk'd, 

ORONTES. 

Come,  come,  I  £nd  I  mud  fet  a  good  face  on 
it.  Let  fome  one  acquaint  Cleon,  that  I  am  ready 
to  receive  him  as  my  fon-in-law ;  but  ca  condi- 
tion that  he  (hall  not  touch  a  penny  of  money 
till  after  my  death. 

CLEON.  [Unmjjktng.'] 

Behold  him,  ready  to  accept  of  the  conditions 
with  joy.  The  gift  you  make  me  of  the  charm- 
ing Ifabella,  overbalances  all'  the  riches  in  the 
world. 

ORONTES^, 
What !  our  dancing-mafter  !    You  have  given 
my  daughter  fine  leflbns,  indeed  1^  Well,  children, 
I  am  ready  to  forgive  all  of  you'your  faults,  pro- 
vided you  promife  to  forgive  me  mine  in  return, 

V  A  L  E  R  E, 

What  means  my  father  ! 

P  2  ORONTIr, 


4| 
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O  R  O  N  T  E  S, 
Why,  I,   your  father,  have  a£led  juft  in  the 
fame  manner  as  you  have  done.    I  have  been  pri- 
vately marry'd  fome  time. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
What !  without  our  confent  ? 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
And  did  not  chufe  to  difcover  it,  left  it  Ihould 
have  made  you  both  uneafy :  but  now,  we  have 
an  opportunity  of  mutually  excufing  each  other. 

V  A  L  E  R  E. 
Favour  us  with  a  fight  of  our  mother-in-law,, 
fir,  and  we  are  ready  to  receive  her  with  all  the 
refped  and  duty  that  becomes  your  children. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
She  is  in  mafquerade  too.    It  was  on  her  ac* 
^  count  I  made  this  entertainment.    Be  pleas'd  ta 
unmafk,  madam,  and  receive  thefe  young-wedded 
folks  as  your  children. 

C  L  I  M  E  N  E.  [Unmafihg.'l 
I  efteem  it  the  greateft  happinefs  to  be  received 
into  fo  agreeable  a  family.    And  I  hope  to  give 
you  reafon  to  love  me  as  well  as  if  I  was  your 
own  mother. 

PAS  Q^U  I  N. 
Nerina,  (hall  we  give  our  confent  to  this  lafir 

match  ? 

NERINA. 
Hum — One  might  objeft  to  it,  indeecTj— but 
come,  it  will  be  beft  to  pafs  a  general  adl  of  grace. 

AGNES. 

Papa,  I  have  a  favour  to  alk  of  you,  as  well  as 
nay  brother  and  fifterl 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 

'Sdeath !  you  little  baggage !  have  you  fiolen  a 
wedding  too  ? 
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AGNES. 

No,  indeed,  papa  ;  Til  never  marry  without 
your  confent :  I  only  defire  that  you  will  get  me  a 
liulband  as  foon  as  poflible. 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Well,  well,  ni  fee  about  it.    I  think  ki 
confcience  the  whole  family  is  marriage-mad. 

PAS  QJJ  I  N. 

The  company  grow  impatient,  fir,,  for  the  en- 
tertainment to  begin.— 

O  R  O  N  T  E  S. 
Let  us  in  then.    Come,  children  ;  you  lhall'  ^ 
henceforward  find  me  as  indulgent,  as  I  have  hi- 
therto been  fevere.  [Exeunt  mnes^^ 
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